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READER. 


TO  pleafe  my  Bookfellery  who  will  have  me  plead 
Jometbing  or  other  in  behalf  of  a  di fire  fed  Play , 
of  which  the  heat  of  Youth  made  me  the  Father ,  I  give 
the  Reader }  rather  this  fhort  Advertij ement  than  a 
formal  Preface ,  viz.  That  I  Writ  it  four  Years  ago 
at  a  vafl  dijlance  from  the  Theatre .  Since  that  time 

the  Humour  of the  Town  is  chang  and  mine  too  per  - 
hapSy  and  as  Men  of  Twenty ,  rarely  approve  of  what 
they  did  in  Fifteen ,  fo  I J hall  hardly  be  perfuaded  to 
defend  in  this  Centry  what  I  writ  in  the  laft.  In 
fhort j  That  Succefs  it  had  when  mangTd  on  the 
Stage  j  bars  not  the  Reader  from  Condemning  or 
Acquitting  the  entire  Piece  de  Novo  in  his  CJofet . 
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PRologties  to  Plays,  are  now  Jo  Common  grown. 
That  tho'  they  mu  ft  be  fpoke  to  pleaje  the  Town , 
For  fifty  bad  ones,  you  will  fcarcely  find , 

One  to  inflruft  or  to  divert  the  Mind, 

Our  Author  therefore,  bid  me  only  fay. 

He  wifi)  d  you  a  much  better  Treat  to  Day, 

But  yet, 

Tho *  Subfidies  of  Wit  he  can't  advance 

He  as  larded  his  Jupply,  with  Song  and  Dance, 

Two  things  of  late  that  with  a  gufl  go  down. 

And  catch  the  whole  jurprize  of  all  the  Town. 

He  woud  have  difi/d  up  Satyr,  but  he  knew, 

* Twoud  offend  many,  and  woud  pleafe  but  few . 
Befides ,  ill  Nature's  $  what  he  woud  avoid, 

Leajl  it  fhoud  be  again jl  himfelf  imploy  d. 

Leaf  he  fij on  d  fijeiv  his  penury  of  Wit, 

And  he  that  came  to  bite,  himfelf  be  bit 
Our  Poet  therefore  will  give  no  offence. 

Neither  to  Fools ,  nor  to  the  Men  of  Senfe, 

But  begs  to  his  Endeavours  you'd  be  kind, 

His  Faults  excufe ,  fince  Faults  you  can't  but  find. 
And  in  return  to  fo  much  kindnefs  jhewn. 

To  one  that  Favours  will  be  proud  to  own. 

All  they  can  asf  he  wifijes  to  the  Fair, 

To  be  revered ,  'and  Beautious^as  they  are. 

To  his  own  Sex ,  but  th$y  have  all-in  view , 

They  reach  all  Happinefs ,  in  feeing  you. 
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Epilogue. 


WEll  Sirs — you  now  expe&  an  Epilogue , 

But  this  fame  Bard  of  ours  is  juch  a  Rogue , 
I  durfl  have  Sworn  he  was  poffefs'd  to  day , 

No  Rhimes  he  cry'd  no,  not  to  fave  my  Play  j 
I  asp-d  his Reafon  why?  ' Sdeath  Sir ,  quoth  he, 

Go  but  to  Drury-Lane,  and  there  you  1 1  fee , 

Gay  Decorations  to  Amufe  the  Town , 

While  parting  Lovers  do  their  Fate  bemoan  $ 

And  Hug,  and  Sigh,  and  Weep,  and  Sob  alone, 

W ax  Tapers,  Gaudy  Cloaths ,  rais'd  Prizes  too. 

Yet  even  the  Play  thus  Garnifif  d  wou'd  not  do  : 

So  Poyfonous  Druggs,  by  Empericks  gilded  are , 

So  Strumpets  varnifh  o' re  ZJnwholfome  Ware. 

While  you  with  Negligence  my  Mufe  receive 
And  but  a  J lender  Entertainment  give, 

But  look,  you  Sir,  Said  1,  the  Cafe  is  plain. 

You  have  no  Pompous  Lines  to  Jwell  the  Scene  5 
As  the  lajl  Poet  did  in  Drury-Lane, 

No  Angels  Wings,  to  fprout  where  Serpents  grew. 

No  Hills,  nor  Dales,  nor  Groves  of  Lovely  Hue, 

No  Vehicles'  with  Milk-white  Steed's fo  rare. 

So  Beautiful  fo  fweet  or  Debonair, 

With  Royal  Innocence  they  may  Compare, 

No  Perfumes, Rocks,  nor  Grots  5 — and  fo  forth,  Sir, 
At  that  the  frighted  Poet,  'gan  to  flare 
Took- up  his  Heels  and  left  ns  to  Defpair , 

Now  Gentlemen  all  that  I  have  to  fay. 

Is  that  you'd  pleafe  again  to  fee  the  Play3 
And  hear  an  Epilogue  another  Day. 


Perfonse  Dramatis. 
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SCENE,  his  Lodgings . 

*  ■  X  t 

Courtly.  Solus. 

Cour.  *KT  A  V  E  N  defend  us !  of  all  Plagues  that 
y"”1 J  attend  us  Mortal^  this  Love,  this  Dam* 
J| L  JL  ned  Vertuous  Love  is  fure  the  firft  *  5tis 
the'  very  Cut-throat  of  our  Eafe  and  Pleafure,  and  the 
Highway  to  Ruin.  For  whiiit  we  Travel  in  Vertue’s 
Road,  we  are  hifs’d  at  by  thofe  that  think  themfelves 

Wife* - What  a  Miserable  Age  do  we  Live  in  then? 

when  to  be  Lewd  is  to  be  Witty*  And  Vice  is  become  the 
Honourable  Badge  of  Quality. 

Enter  Jeremy  haJHly . 

How  !  Jeremy  is  your  Matter  here  ? 

Jer.  No  Sir.  But  he  will  be  prefently* - —You’ve led 

us  a  very  fine  Dance  this  Morning, ‘"’ir,  I  and  my  Matter?— 
No/  My  Matter  and  I5  I  mean  Sir ,  divided  all  on  this  lide 
Temple-bar  between  us*  We  Vifited  every  Lane.  The 
Coffee-houfes,  Blind  Alleys,  nay,  the  Round-Houfe  too,  but 
to  no  purpofe.  And  at  lafty  Sir,  directly  concluding  that 
you  vhad  Charitably  fupply’d  the  place  of  fome  abfent 

B  Husband 
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Husband,  and  therefore  not  to  be  found  in  the  ordinary 
Haunts  of  the  Wicked,  I  abandon’d  as  a  fruidefs  learch, 
and  came  to  wait  on  my  Mafter  in  this  Place.  — — 

Cour.  Honeft  Jeremy ,  that  thou  may  ft  not  think  thy  La¬ 
bour  loft -  [gives  him  Money. 

j  <  O  Dear  Sir.- - But  if  a  Tender,  Eafy,  Smi¬ 

ling  Wench  can  fhifc  of  tedious  Hours,  and  rouze  the  Lin- 
gring  Mind  ?  you  know  * - 

Cour.  Enough  ?ere„r  T  know  thy  meaning,  and  at  ano¬ 
ther  time  expeft  to  be  imploy’d. - 

Jere.  Sir.  (For  I  mull  ufe  the  freedom)  from  whence 
proceeds  all  this  Meiancholty  ?  Something  methinks  fits 
heavy  upon  your  Spirits.  You’ve  within  this  lew  days  put 
on  the  Power  dull  face  of  Bufmefs  or  of  Mourning  •,  I  hope 
Sir  all’s  well  ? 

Cour.  I’m  in  Health, 

Jere.  And  inCafh.- 

Cour.  Yes. 

Jere.  And  yet  uneafy  ? 

Cour.  True. 

Jere.  Why  that’s  very  ftrange. 

Cour.  The'Dileafe  may  be  in  the  Mind  j  I’m  in  Love,  it 
may  be. 

Jere .  Ha,  ha!  In  Love?*  Pray  Sir  be  not  offended*,  ’tis 
a  very  good  Jeft. 

Cour.  Why  doft  thou  think  it  imp.  flibie  I  fliould.be  fo  ? 

3 fere.  No  Faith  Sn  *,  For  a  Wile  Man  may  be  Med  in 
Time.  But  Boys  alone  are  flavQS  to  thitPafTion.  ’Iks  a 
Gantlet  we  all  run  when  we  enter  into  Service.  But 
that  a  Man  of  Thirty,  practis’d  in  the  Arts  of  W  ar,  ai  d  the 
beft  Rules  of  Arms,  (liou’d  again  turir  Cadet  and  appear  a 
Novice!  nothing  can  be  more  R.diculous. 

Court.  This  Rogue  wou'd  make  me  afhum’d  of  my  In¬ 
fant  Virtue  5  did  not  my  Powerful  Guardian  fttp  be¬ 
tween  and  fhow  that  hazard  which  he  ftrives  to  hide, — — 
Ha !  my  dear  Friend  !  Good  Morrow. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

•  >  •  * 

"Love.  My  Man  has  doubtlefs  Inform’d  you  how  much 
trouble  this  meeting  coft.  For  believe  me  Court Jy^  I  thought 
I  might  find  thee  in  any  Place  but  thy  Lodging/  efpecially 
in  the  Morning. 

Cour.  That  was  indeed  my  Cuftom. 
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hove.  And  will  be  Boy.  Ha!  By  ^^yen’s  (now  I  think 
on’t)  I  Wonder  how  thou  con’d  ft  be  ’at  home  laft  Night! 
My  Room  is  my  Prifon,  and  my  Bad  a  very  Rack.  When 
abroad,  every  thing’s  New.  A  kind  Wench  and  a  finding 
Glafs,  remove  the  Thoughts  of  coming  Cares.  Old  Time 
(teals  fofdy  by,  and  Night  Aides  through  his  Crazy  Hands  er’e 
Noon  feems  fully  paft. 

Court.  It  does  fo. 

hove.  In  the  Morning  fofc  Slumbers  footh  us  on  to  twelve ^ 
we  Rife  and  Dine,  then  Diels  and  go  to  Plays.  Thus  e’re  we 
are  aware  Night  comes  again :  Our  Days  (like  towring  Clouds) 
rowl  or’e  our  Heads:  whilft  we  beneath  enjoy -a  milder  Air. 
If  Bufinefs  and  Care  drop  down,  the  Tavern  or  a  kind  Wench 
is  a  fafe  Retreat.  There  the  Mind’s  fecure  and  fhifts  it  felf  in¬ 
to  a  better  habir. 

Court .  It  may  be  fo.  « 

hove.  It  may  be  fo  >  Why  ’tis  fo  my  Friend,  Place  me  in  a 
Celinda  or  fuch  another’s  Arms.  What  is’t  wou’d  bring  me 
Grief  ?  Let  this  huge  Fabrick  be  turn’d  up  fide  down  5  Let 
Peaks  of  Thunder  threaten  Wild  DeftruH ion,  and  Rapes  and 
Blood  filed  rage  in  every  Corner,  Id’e  be  at  a  perfeft  eale,  and 
only  Dreamlfawit.  Oh/  my  Friend  who  can  exprefs  the 
Joys  of - - 

Cour.  Hold  Sir,  You’ve  Paid  enough  ^  nay  1  own  it  too 
much. 

hove.  Too  much?  Why  what’s  the  meaning  of  all'this  ? 
By  all  that’s  good  my  Friend  I  have  been  faulty  *  Friendfliip  er’e 
now  fhou’d  have  inform’d  me  of  my  Misfortune,  or  made  me 
at  leaft  a  (hirer  in  thy  fuffering:  Why  thy  very  Looks  are 
chang’d,  and  there’s  fomething  in  thy  Face  fo  unlike  tny  Won¬ 
ted  humour.  That  I’m  afraid  a  brooding  Sicknels  Reigns  a- 
bout  thy  Heart, 'and  threatens  fudden  Ruin. 

Cour .  You  think  me  in  Love  perhaps? 

hove.  No  Faith,  my  Dear  Courtly ,  that  were  to  forget  thy 
Virtu©. 

Cour .  Are  Love  and  Virtue  then  incompatib!  ? 

hove.  'Nay,  that’s  another  Queflion  •jack.  But  Love  and 
Realon,  What  (ay It  thou  to  that  Boy  ? 

Jere.  Ay,  ayr  Sir  pufh  home  that  Queftion,  it  may  Work 
upon  him  in  time. 

hove.  Your  anfwer  Man. 

Cour.  To  Love  toe  iai  above  or  beneath^our  felves,  to  Doat 
on  one  prepofs’lt  in  favour  of  a  f  ool,  or,  one  that  hates  us,  is  in* 
*  deed  unreafonable. 
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Love,  Nay,  nay,  iny  Friend  that’s  not  a  pofitive  anfwer.  To 

Love  at  any  rate  is  always  Madnefs : - Rut  after  all. 

Jack,  ufe  me  like  a  Friend.  Art  thou  in  Love^  or  not?  for 
hang  me  if  I  can  beleiv’t  unlefs  thou  Swear’R  to’r. 

Cour,  In  fhort  then  l  am  in  Love,  mightily,  in  Love 
George.  * 

Love.  Is  fhe  Virtuous  ? 

Cour.  Elfe  Ilhou’d  not  Love  Her. 

Love.  Biefs  me !  How  Mad  thou  art  ?  wou’d  any  Man  in’s 
Wits  lay  a  formal  Seige  to  a  Wine  Cellar  when  the  Door  Rands 
ready  open'  and  you  may  drink  at  Pleafure  >  Well  Jack ,  I 
find  thou’rt  in  the  Noofe  •,  Thy  Bufinefs  then  is  Liberty. 
Think  thou  upon  the  Ways  and  Means  by  which  thou  may  R: 
be  freed.  ?  >  . 

Cour.  No,  my  Prifon  is  too  Pleafant  to  be  Abandon’d  with¬ 
out  Grief. 

Lave.  Heavens !  Well,  there  muff  be  fotnething  Diabolick  - 
hid  under  this  fpecious  Name  of  Love.  But  my  Friend,  You’r 
to  confider  it  as  a  downright  Enchantment.  And  you  know 
what  Diffolves  the  Charm. 

Jsre.  Enjoyment,  y^u  mean,  Sir. 

Love.  Right  Sirrah.  i*- 

■  Cour.  Ha!  my  Friend  you  know  her  not.  To  Paint  her  in 
the  Ordinary  form,  and  fay  fhe’s  all  that’s  good  in  Woman 
were  but  halt  her  due  ^  there’s  form  thing  \n,Mdijfa  that’s  won¬ 
derful-,  When  I’m  with  her  I  find  my  very  Soul  confin’d,  and 
fcarce  can  think  of  IVickednels.  By  Heaven,  her  very  Looks 
infpire  Virtue. 

Love.  But  Ray,  may’R  thou  not  be  miftaken  ?  May  not 
this  Me/iJJxi  be  a  jilt  ?  I  know  ci  t  of  drat  Name. 

;  Cour.  A  Jit  ? - Well  Sir,  you  know  her  not,  and  I  am 

fatisfv’d.  But  come,  no  more  my  Friend.  When  I  rell  you 
that  I  hear  her  Brother's  Voice.  I  acquaint  You  at  once  with 
her  Beauty  and  her  Virtue. 

Love.  Iv’e  nothing  to  fay  againR  that  Lady  indeed,  for  which 

lam  heartily  forry. - -But  hark  ye,  what  brings  that 

damn’d  Fool  Sir  'Nicholas  fo  early  abroad  f  For  tho’  he’s  thy 
Broihei  in  Law  that  is  to  be  (and  Heav’n  forgive  thee  lb  Wild  a 
Thought)  Yet  I  hope  thou  art  not  blind  on  this  fide  too.  Courtly 
Courtly ,  Courtly.  QS/>  Nicholas  within. 

Cour.  No  George  I’m  ready  to  corifefs  the  Gentleman  a  little 
tooMod’ifh.  He’s  a  downright  Coxcomb,  that  he  may  be  down¬ 
right  in  Fafhion. 

Love, 
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Love.  His  Eloquence  confifis  in  Grimaces,  his  Courage  in 
the  Hanging  of  his  Sword,  and  his  Wit  in  the  Length  and 
Weight  of  his  Peruck. 

Cour.  And  that  Player  like,  we  may  Compleat  our  -Neigh- 
hour’s  CharaHer  er’e  he  appear  upon  the  Stage,  He’s  a  Sign  for 
Taylors.  They  hang  him  out  in  a  new  fliape  every  Morning, 
and  give  the  World  to  underhand  by  his  outfide,  that  were  it 
not  lor  fuch  Fafliionable  Gentlemen,  half  the  Men  of  their  Vo¬ 
cation  wou’d  keep  an  Annual  Lent - But  Mum  :  He  en¬ 

ters. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Empty. 

Sir  Ai.  Ah,  my  Dear  Friend.  [Bows  often  and  Foppijhly. 

Love.  Well  Jack,  I’ll  be  gone,  my  Back's  undone  already. 

Cour.  No,  Oblige  me  and  hay.  [SirNich.  purveys  bimfelf 

(in  a  large  Glafs. 

Love.  Not  I,  Faith  Sir,  my  Limbs  were  made  for  another 
ufe  than  fcraping,  wou’d  you  have  me  go  Sauntring  as  if  all 
my  Joynts  were  diflocated,  I  love  to  Tread  the  Ground  like  a 
Man  not  a  loofe  fickly  Boy - Your  Tender  Squeamifh  La¬ 

dies  may  doat  on  fuch  a  feeble  Engine,  patch’d  up  by  Lazy 
Nature  in  an  hurry,  or  when  the  Poor  remains  of  forne  more 
Noble  ftruHure  appeared  like  ufelefs  Lbmber  in  her  way.  Yet 
ltill  my  Friend,  He’s  but  a  blind  to  a  better  Gueft.  He’s  a 
good  humble  Servant,  but  no  Nightly  Favorite,  unlefs  at  a  di- 
ftance  with  half  a  Dozen  Lufty  Fidlers  at  his  Heels. 

Sir.  Ai.  Well,  Gentlemen,  I  beg  your  Pardon - This  fad 

Rogue  of  a  French- Man  has  fo  abus’d  this  fad  lort  of  a  Wig, 
that  truly  I’m  fadly  puzzel’d  how  to  get’t  in  Order. 

Cour.  Q  Sir,  methinks  it  fits  admirably  well. 

Love.  Ay,  and  lo  very  dole  Sir  Aicbolas ,  ’tis  hard  to  difiin- 
gufih  your  head  from  the  Block. 

Sir  Ai.  I  vow  I’m  glad  you  think  fo - I’m  your  mott 

Humble.  ^  ^  [bows. 

Love.  Nay,  now  he’s  at  it  again,  farewel  my  Friend. 

Sir  Ai.  You  feem  uneafy  Sir,  But - But  blefs  me  this 

Vile  Cravat  and  Sword  hang  fo  flovenly - But  now  if  you 

PleafeFil  give  you  an  account  of  a  New  adventure  befell  me 
the  other  Night. 

Both,  With  all  our  Hearts. 

Sir  Ai.  ’Twas  in  the  Evening  as  I  came  through  Covent  Gar¬ 
den,  a  Rafcally  Fellow,  with  a  couple  of  Rafcally  Horfes 
or’e-turn'd  his  Coach,*  and  in  it  a  very  Helena ,  Nacures  Matter- 
piece,  or  the  very  Copy  from  which  file  has  drawn  all  the 
Beauties  in  Town  thefe  Eighteen  Years>  for  fo  long  ’tis  I  think, 
Sir,  fince  file  was  made.  Love. 
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Love.  And  fo  Sir  Nicholas,  you  ran  like  a  true  Knight  Errant 
with  Stretched  out  Arms  to  Succour  the  Diftrefs’d  ? 

Sic  Ni.  Right  Sir :  Egad  you  guefs  at  things  fo  very  ftangely ! 

you  have  an  incomprehenfible  Wit  Mr.  ljovewell - 

But  Ray,  that  Coat  Reeve  hangs  fo  wretchedly.  There’s  no-  1 
thing  of  that  agreeable  loofe  Air  in  your  Habit  which  Ladies 

fo  much  admire  now  adays  - - If  you’d  make  ufe  of  my 

Taylors  Sir - 

Love.  Sir  your  humble  Servant,  I’m  but  a  plain  rude  Fellow 
befides  Sir, a  Country  Lady  looks  very  rufty  when  compared  with 
thegteateft  Beauty  of  the  Courr,  where  Art  to  Nature  joyn’d 

makes  the  piece  compleatly  perfefr - 1  have  not  yet  fur- 

vey’d  my  ftiapes  in  the  Looking-Glafs. 

Sir  Ni.  Really  Mr.  Love  well,  you  are  very  Ingenious  in  your 
Complement,  and  I  Confefs  I  make  it  my  only  Bufinels  in  this 
World  to  be  neat,  a  Gentleman  has  nothing  elfe  to  do  but  advert 
to  the  Fafhions  and  the  frefheft  News  ^  I  mean  the  fecret  In- 
treagues  of  the  great  Ladies,  where  Honour  is  proRituted  in. 
Private  Pomp,  and  the  Brawny  Footman  begets  a  Son  of  Quali¬ 
ty.  Thefe  are  the  only  things  that  fit  a  Man  for  the  Conversa¬ 
tion  of  the  Fair  Sex. 

Cour.  But  Sir,  did  the  Adventure  end  where  the  Lady  fell  ? 

Sir  Ni.  I  vow,  Mr.  Courtly ,  I  forgot  that,  I  beg  your  Par¬ 
don  Sir,  and  Yours.  But  the  fumm  of  all  is,  I  fell  moR  migh* 
tily  in  Love  with  her. 

Love.  That  was  an  unfortunate  Adventure,  Sir  Nicholas ,/ 
where  by  difingaging  others  you  run  your  lelf  into  the  BuRi. 

Sir  Ni.  O  Gentlemen,  was  it  not  a  fad  misfortune  to 
a  Man  of  my  Senfe  and  Breeding  ?  ’twill  be  thought  very 
ftrange.  that  he  who  has  been  the  Darling  of  all  the  Witty 
Ladies  in  Town,Riou’d  at  firR  fight  renounce  his  Liberty  for  one  ' 
he  never  law  before  ?  O  Mr.  Courtly ,  I'm  very  much  afraid  I 
may  one  day  come  to  Marry  her,  and  you  all  know  my  Friends, 
what  a  blemifti  that  brings  upon  a  Man’s  Reputation  and  his 

Wit. - O  Gentlemen »  Matrimony  will  put  a  Period  to  my 

Sweet  Life.  *  m 

Cour.  Why  then  you’l -but  begin  to  Live  Sir, 

Love .  To  Die  you  mean.  When  Marry’d  People  appear,  e- 
very  Body  knows  the- Comedy’s  at  an  end.  He  who  juft  now 
bore  fo  much  (hare  in  the  Action,  and  dealt  Love  and  Money 
with  an  open  hand  then  dwindles  off  the  Stage,  Retires  to  { 
his  fhifting  Room,  puts  off  the  brave  Man,  is  no  more  Gaz’d 
upon  by  the  Crowd,  and  grows  but  the  very  fhaddow  of  what 
he  was  an  hour  or  two  before. 


Sir 


Love  at  fir  ft.  Sight e  j 

Sir  A7.  0  my, kind  Loveweft !  That  was  damnably  dearly  well 

fpoken. 

JLatfr.  May  we  requeft  the  Lady’s  name,  that  is  made  happy 
ivith  your  Love  ? 

5/r  A7.  Her  Name’s  Celinda ,  ’tis  a  Charming  Romantick  Name : 

Lw.  I  hope,  Courtly ,  ’tis  not  your  laid  Miftrefs. 

Ciww.  Like  enough,  (he  has  been  long  left  by  me,  to  her  own 
choice.  .  within, 

Cour.  Run  Jeremy  open  the  Door. 

Enter  Medler. 

Sir  Ni.  O  my  Dear  Medler,  I’m  glad - -  Tfaefe  Damn’d 

Pockets  are  fo  miferable  Low - Well  I’m  o’rejoy’d  to  fee  you. 

Med.  I  knew  you  were  in  Mr.  Court  ley's  Lodgings,  and  the 
Gentleman  being  of  my  Acquaintance,  I  made  no  Scruple  of  at¬ 
tending  you  here. 

Love .  Damn  him  Rogue,  every  Body  is  of  his  Acquaintance, 
He’s  a  Weed  that  grows  up  in  every  Corner,  and  Choaks  Con- 
yerfation  .  He  Feeds' on  the  Ruins  of  others,  and  the  Deftruftion 
of  his  Neighbours  Reputation  isjhe  only  Heav*n  he  er’e  Pray’d  for- 
In  fhort,  Hell  ne’er  had  fuch  an  Hawker,  for  the  Devil  no  fooner 
invents  a  Lye,  than  he  runs  with  open  Mouth  to  Proclaim  it  thro* 
the  Streets  for  nothing. 

Cour.  And  yet  the  Poor  Fellow  is  but  Scurvily  rewarded.  That 
Coat  he  wears  looks  as  if  t’had  been  half  a  Dozen  times  beyond 
the  Line,  ’tis  Burnt  and  Weatherbeaten  behind  and  before,  and 
fo  very  Greazy  you’d  Swear  the  Knave  cas’d  up  in  Armour. 

Love.  And  yet  equally  a  Favourite  amongft  Beaus  and  Ladies. 

Cour.  'Tis  impollible. 

Love.  You  miftake  it  Jack.  Fie  flatters  both,  and  his  Dam¬ 
ning  Quality,  I  mean  his  way  of  abufing  abfent  Parties,  endear 
him  to  the  prefent.  For  as  nothing  mads  a  Fool  fo  much  as  to 
hear  another  accus’d  of  Wit  and  Difcretion,  fo  nothing  can 
vex  a  Woman  more  than  thofe  Praifes  you  bellow  upon  others. 
Why,  ’tis  a  certain  Rule  in  Converfation,  that  to  exalt  the  Beauty 
of  another, is  flatly  todenyir  to  her, in  whole  Prefence  you  (peak  it. 

Med.  in  Love  Sir  ?  And  her  Name  Celinda  ? 

Sir  Ni.  A  frenchly  Airy  Sound  in’t,  but  let  no  Man  know  her 
Name.  A  Dtfcreet  Lover  (but  few  People  confult  the  nicety  of 
that  Paflion)  fhou’d  always  conceal  that. 

filed  Sulpefl  me  not  Sir - Celinda  ?  Why  I  know  her  ve¬ 

ry  well,  Ihe’s  a  Damn’d  Jilt.  So  very  Lewd  (fince  Courtly  turn’d 
her  offy  Ihe’s  every  Man’s  Pennyworth,  from  the  Rich  Colionel 
down  to  the  Poor  Ceminel  ?  Nay,  rather  than  be  Tax’d  with 
the  Sin  oflngratitude  lhe’11  be  yours  for  nothing,  at  leaft  for  no 
Money.  v  Sir 
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Sir  Ni .  Gentlemen  this  is  a  very  good  Friend  of  mine.  A 
Man  of' Capacity  and  Parts,  fo  knowingin  Intrigues  of  State  and 
Love,  you’d  Swear  he  kept  a  Familiar  about  him. 

Med.  O  Sir,  You  do  me  too  much  Honour. 

Sir  Ni.,  You  are  Modeft  Mr.  Medlcr. 

'Love,  Your  Choice  Sir  and  the  Gentleman’s  Ingenious  Counte¬ 
nance  fufficiently  confirm  that  Character  you  give  him. 

Med.  I  fuppofe  Sir,  Your’e  well  acquainted  with  this  Gentle¬ 
man’s  Talent,  and  may  therefore  Juftly  doubt  that  CharaUer  he 
gives  of  others;  who  is  himlelfa  Stranger  at  Home,  and  perfectly 
Incapable  of  diicerning  his  own  Wants.  [ofide  to  Love. 

Love.  I  Underhand  you  not  Sir. 

Med.  Lord,  Sir,  how  ftrartgely  Fortune  has  plac’d  you  this 
Morning  between  the  Mad  Man  and  the  Fool  ?  I  mean  Sir,  Nicho¬ 
las  and  this  Lovevoell. 

Cour.  It  feems  Sir,  You  do  not  know  thefe  Gentlemen. 

Med.  Some  Virtuous  Devil  has  got  into  the  Room  betore  me, 
for 'ris  not  often  that  we  find  two  Men  in  one  Place,  and  neither 
of  ’em  in  an  Humour  of  Winking  at  the  Secret  ruin  of  the  other’s 
Fame.  Sir  Nicholas - 


Love.  Let’s  Dine  together  Jack.  Sirrah,  call  a  Coach. 

[they  voifper. 

Jere.  Yes  Sir.  \_Exh  running. 

Sir  Ni.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Mr.  Courtly ,  can  you  find  out  the  Jeft  ? 
Ha,  ha,*ha,  I  was  told.  You  do  me  the  Honour  to  Love  my  Si¬ 
fter?  -■ 

Cour.  If  ’tis  true  Sir, the  Young  Lady’s  Charms  excufe  my  Weak* 

nefs. 

Sir  Ni.  I  confefs  Meliffa  may  be  very  agreeable,  Mr.  Courtly , 
tho’  I  know  nothing  of  the  matter - There’s  fomething  lo  Wile- 

1<h  Pamilior  o  Qi  Tr.if'f: 


ilh  and  Familiar  in  a  Sifter’s  Face  that  ’ris  impofftbie  for  any  Bro¬ 
ther  in’s  Wits  to  think  e’m  fo  Handfome  or  fo  Witty,  as  a  Stran¬ 
ger  who  knows  e’m  not.  But  now  I  think  on’t,  to  rally  at  the 
Female  Sex  is  a  way  of  Wit  fo  abfolete,  ’tis  as  Naufeous  as  a 
Banter  upon  Matrimony. 

Cour.  What  then  are  the  Infallible  figns  of  a  Modern  Wit? 

Med.  To  Drink  Extravagantly,  and  Wench  Immoderat^,  I 

take  it.  *  /< 

■Sir  Ni.  By  no  means  Gentlemen. 

Love.  Is  a  great  Wigg  then  the  Honourable  Mark  ? 

Sir  Ni.  O  lye  Mr.  Lovevoell,  ’ris  true  your  great  Wits  fhow 
but  Monkey  Faces,  a  little  Face  you  know  has  been  long  in  Falhi- 
on,  and  indeed  lever  thought  it  a  fcandalous  Wigg  whole  foretop 
cou’jj.  be  Contain’d  within  any  Hat,  .tho’  Wide  as  a  Bufhel.  But 

after 
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after  all  1  ne’re  believe  my  French  Man  a  'Wit-maker 
.  Med.  Atheifmis  perhaps  the  Badge  of  Wit. - - 

Sir  Ai.  The  Wits  indeed  were  Atheilts  in, old  Times,  and  we 
followed  the  brave  Example  till  of  late.  But  Gentlemen,  the  only 
Modifh  mark  of  a  W  it  is  Ignorance.  Cour.  Ignorance 

SirAi.  Ay  Sir,  downright  Ignorance.  We  prolels  no  skill  in 
the  Arts  of  our  Fathers  •,  Arms,  Philofophy,  Divinity,  and  all 
the  Tribe  of  meaner  Sciences.  Our  only  Bufinefs  is  to  talk  well, 
drefs  well :  To  know  the  World  (hows  a  llavifh  Mind,  and  t© 
think  of  Bufinefs  is  perfectly  fcandalous. 

Eater  Jeremy. 

Jcre.  The  Coach  is  ready,  Sir. 

Cour.  Well  my  Friend,  I  lee  You’r  impatient  to  he  gone  ? 

Lov.  I  am  fo.  I’ve  Bufinefs  this  Morning  with  old  Gripeall , 
and  am  oblig’d  to  Wait  upon  him  at  his  Houfe.  [going  off. 

Sir  Ai.  Your  mod  humble  Mr.  Lovewell - O  ftay  Sir,  I  had 

quite  forgot  it*  but  I  have  a  little  Affair  too.  I’ll  wait  upon  you. 

Love.  Why  Sir,  I  thought  you  had  hated  Bufinefs?—’ —  \ 

Sir  At.  O  Sir,  above  all  things,  Mr.  LovewelL  but  ’ris  with  a 
Lady,  and  I’ll  take  part  of  your  Coach. 

Lov.  Whither  Sir? 

Sir  Ai.  To  the  Strand. 

Love .  But  Sir  I’m  oblig’d  to  go  to  another  place. 

Sir  Ai.  Well  ?tis  no  matter  Sir,  I  have  Bufinefs  there  too- 

Love.  Where  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ai.  Any  where  Sir.  Lord,  I  hope  you  will  not  go  into  a 
Barbarous  Street  where  there’s  not  a  Chocolate  Houfe  to  be  found  ? 

[ Exeunt . 

Cour.  Well  thus  ’tis  now  to  be  in  Love :  every  thing  alarms 
the  Mind,  makes  me  uneafy,  and  I’m  forry  that  back-biting  Knave 

Ihou’d  be  privy  to  my  defign - What  is’t  we  doat  upon  when 

after  all  our  .Services  and  heavy  Hours  Confum’d  in  fruitlels 
Wilhes,  a  Fool  may  be  Preferi’d,  who  knows  not  how  to  value 
that  which  perhaps  he  bought  roo  cheap  for  a  fmoothTale  from 
an  unfeen  bafe  Enemy  (even  when  we  are  in’ Favour)  may  turn 
the  Bailance  and  fink  us  out  of  fight. 

Woman  s  the  caufe  of  ail  our  Early  Woes 

With  Pains  we  gain  her ,  and  in  Pain  zee  loofe : 

Love  brings  thofe  Cares  which ffe  in  tune  removes , 

And  he's  jl  might  Happy  whom  the  fair  one  Loves. 

Thus  we're  at  beji  the  Tools  of  Womankind  7 

With  cafe  they  Wound  then  cure  the  ftckly  Mind ,  r 

And  we  the  only  (laves  that  Joy  in  Bondage  find,  f  [  Exit. 

C  SCENE 
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/  v  _  r*  jf 

SCENE  the  2d.  Enter  Grty&aM  and  Timothy. 

Gripe.  Ugh,  ugha,  ugha - I  fay,  Sirrah—  Ugha,  ugha,— 

O  I'm  undone,  with  this  Cough.  #  :  ' 

Tim.  But  as  I  was  faying  to  your  Worfhiphe’s  — 1 - 

Grip.  Be  filent  Sirrah  —  He’s—  what  is  he  ? 

Tim.  You’re  no  ftranger  to  his  Virtues,  he’s -  '• 

Grip.  Then  Sirrah  you  wild  fpeak,  ha  ?  d’ye  know  the  Duties 
of  a  Servant?  •  ■  t  1  ,!  1 

Tim.  Sir,  as  I  take  it,  Obedience  is  my  firfi  LefTon. 

Gripe.  Then  Sirrah  be  Dumb,  Mute  as  a  Fifh  in  the  Sea,  d’vee 
fee,  but  looke  Sirrah,  what  wou’d  you  fay  now  if  I  fhou’d  permit 
you  to  fpeak?  .  ' 

Tint.  That  which  every  Man  is  ready  to  confefs,  that  your 
Son  is.  _  ■  ■  . 

Grip.  Then  Sirrah  you  are  there  again?  You  cannot  be  filent  if 
you  wou’d  I  find? —  Ugha,  ugha,  O  this  Servant  and  this  Cough 
wou’d  make  a  Philofopher  a  Mad-man. 

Tim.  I  thought  your  Worfhip  had  given  me  the  Liberty  of  Ex- 
prefiingmv  Thoughts. 

Grip.  If  I  did  Sirrah,  what  then  ?  I  take  it  now  baek  again.,  I 
will  be  Maher  of  my  own  Family,  I  fay. 

Tim.  Then,  Sir,  1  am -Dumb. 

Grip.  Not  fo  neither  Sirrah.  The  Lad  will  never  Learn 
his  Duty.  I  tell  you  j-Sirra'h  you  fhall  fpeak.  D’  ye  take  me  for 
the  Great  Turk ,  that  Tie  have  no  Servants  that  cannot  a hfwer 
but  in  Nods  and  Sos  and  other  ftrange  Grimaces, fpeak  Sirrah  I  fay. 

Tim,  5 peak  why  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Grip.  Flow  Sirrah,  not  know  what  to  fay,  d’ye  give  your  felf 
whole-fail  to  the  Devil  withour  Article?  did  you  learn  this  in 
ray  Family  ? 

1  Tim.  ’Twasa  fault-.  Sir. 

Grip.  Well,  Sirrah,  to  confefs  is  the  firfi  ftep  to  amendment 
and  I’m  glad  to  find  that  one  fign  of  growing  good,  where  I  ne’re 
expe&ed  any.  But  my  gracious  Son  Hetfor  is  ftill  Erring,  and 
never  acknowledging.  And  yet  ’cwas  his  Mother’s  fault  too 
when  fhe  was  Young. 

Tim .  ’Tis  impofiible  Sir  to  find  me  a  Man  without  Infirmities. 

Grip .  ’Tis  fo  indeed  Timothy. 

Tun.  And  tho’your  Son  Lives  like  a  Gentleman. 

Grip .  That  is  a  Rake  now  adays. 

Tim.  He’s  feldom  found  but  in  the  Company  of  difcreet  Men, 
I  mud  fpeak  well  of  him  though  againff  the  Hair  of  my  Con- 
fcience:  For  fhouM  the  flirty  Knave  come  to  know  I  bad  us’d  him 
o' her  wife,  He’d  beat  me  into  Mummy  next  time-  became  home 
Drunk.  *  •  Grip . 
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Grip.  But  look  ye,  Sirrah,  what  is  difcretion  now? 

Tim.  To  be  Prudent,  ‘Witty,  .Generous,.  Complaifantp  infhort 

to  be - -  \ 

Fidies,  Sirrah,  will  that  pyrchafe  an  Eflate  in  a  formal 
Fool  .*  he  that’s  Mad  by  Rules  to  be  preferr’d  to  one  made  fo  by 
Nature  ? 

Tim.  Iv’e  done  ^  your  Worfhip’s  Wifdom  can  better  Judge  of 
things  than  mine. - 

Grip.  WellSinah,  very  well  laid !  You  confefs  a  double  truth 
and  I  think  fufficiently  known  to  the  World.- — - 

Tint.  Now  he  comes.  I’ve  known  his  Humour  thefe  feven 
Years,  and  can  Mould  him  into  that  Form  that  belt  ferves  my 
purpofe  5-—  No,  I  thank  Heav’nPve  not  fo  much  of  the  Block 
head  in  me  as  fome  People  are  pleas’d  to  think  I  can  find  out 
the  fmall  difference  between  a  modern  Wit,  and  an  ancient  Mad¬ 
man,  and  can  fingle  out  a  Man  like  your  WoffhuM^minent  in 
Judgment  from  the  common  Herd,  who  feem  Ignorant  of  molt 
(if  not  all)  things. 

Grip.  Right  again  Timothy-,  I  profefs  this  is  a  notable  Servant  ^ 

Tim,  And  by  Confequence  Sir,  I  find  your  Son  (whofe.dhli 
Head  f  ufficiently  proves  his  Mother’s  Honefty,  if  I  durft  tell  him. 
fo)  may  very  well  claim  your  affeffion  as  the  reward  of  his  Duty* 

Grip.  I  profefs,  Sirrah  ’tis  well  fpoken  in  fo  bad  a  Caufe. 

Tim.  Your  Worth  ip  has  taught  me  fometimes  to  be  Eloquent. 

Grip.  Nay,  tEe  Truth  on’c  is,  I  Love  a  Flourifh  fometimes ;  a 
Gilded  fmooth  Tongue  is  very  ufeful  in  the  way  of  Bufinefs  ^  it 
fhould  be  more  a  Merchant’s  than  a  Lawyer  s  Study.  And  thou 
can’ll  witnefs  Timothy ,  I  always  improv’d  my  Talent  to. the  beft 
advantage. -  \ 

Tim.  How  Sir  ?  »  -  '  • '  .  i 

Grip.  Why  I  Swore  to  a  Cavalier,  Sigh’d  to  a  Phanatick,  I  was 
an  Atheift  to  a  Wit,  a  Saint  to  the  Hypocrite,  a  Pimp  to  the 
Whoremaffer,  a  Knave  ro  the  Courtier,  and  in  fhort,  Timothy ,  I 
chang’d  into  all  the  Pnapes  of  the  Time,  and  fitted  my  Humour 
and  my  Confcieace  to  every  Cuftomer. 

Tim.  That  required  Art  and  Labour,  Sir. 

Grip.  Why  a  Friend' of  mine,,  an  Honeft  Lawyer  taught  me  the 
Art,  and  the  love  of  Money  gave  me  Patience  to  endure  the  fa¬ 
tigues  of conftant  diffimulatien —  Ha!  what  an  Heathenifh  Noife 

there  is?  - Lack  a  day,  ’tis  the?Lad  Metier- - God  forgive 

me  has  he  got  Drunk  fo  early  in  the  Morning  ?  Well,  I  fhalibe 
Eaten  up  a  Live - Timothy  ? 

.  Tim.  Here  Sir.-  - - -  -  [Violins  and  Hooboys  within. 

Grip.  Run  Sirrah  d’ye  hear  my  Paffing-Beii  founded  in  the  back 

C  2  '  Room 
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Room, my  Money  iquander’d  and  all  loft  by  that  Young  Prodigal  ? 
Tim.  Well, Sir,  and  what  (hall  I  fay  ? 

Grip .  Then  you  are  here  ftill  Sirrah  ?  lack  a  Day !  Hell’s  broke 
loofe!  call  my  Guard  Sirrah,  call  my  good  Friend. 

Tim.  Whom  Sir? 

Grip.  Lack  a  day,  the  Lad’s  verily  Demented !  whom  Sirrah, 
my  Med/er  I  fay. 

Tim.  Hds  your  good  Friend  indeed - ■  But  a  better  one  to 

my  Miltrefs.  But  hang’t,  a  Friend  in  a  Corner  is  what  we  all 

defire. -  _  [Exit. 

Grip.  I  profefs  I’ve  a  good  mind  now  to  fwinge  the  Rogue  my 
felK  He  has  been  in  the  Tavern  all  Night,  and  now  comes  reel¬ 
ing  home  like  a  Country  Knight  after  a  Drinking  Match. 

Enter  Medler  and  Timothy. 

Grip.  Timothy ,  tell  him  the  Bulinels.  I’ll  be  gone,  for  fhou’d 
there  be  BLopdlhed  in  the  Affair,  I’ll  have  no  hand  in’c.  Ugba, 
ugha.  .-tif  .  \_tixit. 

J\lcd.  I  know  the  Bulinels  is  to  Correct  his  Son -  Egad 

I’m  Sick  already  *,  but  I  muft  ftandto’t  to  maintain  my  Honour 

and  Poll  in  the  Family. - Let  me  fee.  This  Cane  will  do-  a 

lack  a  day  he  comes,  I  hear  him,  I  will  avoid  him,  for  in  his 
Drink  he  may  Ihed  Blood,  and  I  may  hang  with  him.  [Ex.  Grip, 

Enter  Hedor  Trunk  $  Violens  and  Hooboys  at fome  didance . 

He£i.  She's  Happy  who's  Wedded  and  Lawfully  Bedded \ 

The  Parifh  have  nought  to  Jay  to  her ; 

If  foe  Play  by  the  by ,  they  ne'er  ask  the  Caufe  why7 
Nor  lay  it  to  me  nor  to  you  Sir. - 

Play  Rogues - let  me  fee - Play  any  thing  or  nothing 

alls  one  for  that  — •  Ha, honeft  Friend,  honeft  Father’s  Friend  I 
mean,  good  morrow. 

dim.  Pm  order’d,  Sir,  by  your  Father -  [ roughly . 

died.  My  Father  is  the  Son  of - my  Grandfather,  and  I 

am  fome  Body’s  Son  or  other,  and  what  then? 

Tim.  Dear  Sir,  dilcharge  the  Mulick - - 

Hell.  Timothy ,  honeft  Timothy %  wilt  Dance  Timothy  ? 

Tim.  Come,  Come,  no  Entreaties,  I  fay, they  (hall  go. 
lied.  Shall  ?  Timothy  was’t  not  fo  ? 

Tim.  Ay  Sir,  and  (hall  be  fo  inftantly -  [beats  'em  off. 

Hed.  How  /  are  you  at  blows  already,  adad  I  hate  to  he  Angu¬ 
lar  in  my  humour.  * 

Tim.  Well,  Sir,  I  fhall  perhaps  remember  this 
died.  Ay  do  Sir,  and  take  that  to  help  your  Memory  {kicks  him. 
wu  Tim . 
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T/«r.  The  Poor  Fellow, is  a  veryChriftian  one  •,  for  he  feldom  re¬ 
members  any  thing  that  may  produce  a  Mifchievous  Confequence. 

Heft.  Is  there  ho  other  Body  in  the  H)ufe  Timothy  ? 

Tim.  None  but  your  Father  Sir. 

Bed.  Hang  him,  he’s  fo  Old  I  can’t  "in  Honour  fight  him :  but 
now  my  Sword’s  out  I’d  fain  be  doing  fomewhar. 

Tim.  But  Sir  there’s  no  Body  in  the  Family,  you  wou’d  not 
Quarrel  as  you  us’d  to  do  with  the  Bed-poft  ? 

Belt.  Then  Honeft  Timothy ,  I  Faith  I  muft  beat  thee,  to  keep 
my  hand  in  ufe - -  Honeft  Tint.  [heats  him . 

Tim.  O  Sir,  I’m  your  Honeft  Timothy ,  I’m  fufficiently  Beaten 
indeed  Sir, 

Bed.  Then  lead  me  to  Bed,  I’ll  fleep  half  an  hour  and  then  to 
the  Bottle  again.  But  now  I  think  on’t  I  have  not  left  one  farthing. 

Tim.  This  is  a  very  orderly  way  of  Living*  Sir. 

heft.  ’Tisfo  Timothy ,  and  I  (hall  be  as  much  of  a  Gentleman 
within  thefe  few  Years  as  if  the  Old  Curmudgion  my  Father  had 
been  Knight  and  Barronet.  She's  happy  who's  Wedded ,  &c. 
(Singing)  fupported  by  Timothy.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE,  tbeift. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Empty  and  MelifTa. 

Sir  Ki.  *\X  THY  Sifter—  But  that  Word  {ounds  fo  ClownHh 
VV  Meliffa ,  or  Madam,  will  do  better. 

Meli .  What  you  pleafeSir. 

Sir  Ni.  Ay,  that’s  Right,  Sir,  is  fomething,  or  Sir  Nicholas 
Empty  may  be  fometimes.very  fitting*  but  for  half  my  Eft  ate  I 
wou’d  nor  have  you  call  me  Brother. 

Meli.  Why  Sir,  I  have  not  difhonour’d  my  Family  ? 

Sir  Ni.  Difhonour’d,  and  Family,  thefe  are  two  fuch  ftrange 
Words  too  !  why  what  a  heavy  dull  genius  you  have  »  You  fol¬ 
low  the  Age  Madam  at  fuch  a  diftance,  one  wou’d  Swear  you 
were  afraid  of  being  thought  Witty. 

Meli.  How  wou’d  you  have  me  exprefs  it  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ni.  Why  thus  Madam,  and  with  this  Tone  or  Languifh- 
ing  Voice,  upon  my  Soul  Sir  Nicholas  I’d  rather  be  amonglt  the 

Number  of  the  Dead - O,  no,  no - upon  my  Soul  &ir 

I’d  rather  be  in  the  Region  of  fhadows,  than  be  guilty  of  d  n>- 

mlhing 
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nifhing  the  Luflre  - - no - Glory  of  our  Houfe. 

Mein  That  does  better,  indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  At.  Q  fye ,  much  better^  *tis  fo  far  from  the  Ordinary 
Road  •,  but  Madam,  I  have  not  yetfinifh’d  the  Story  of  Mr.  Court* 
ly  j  the  Man’s  defperately  in  Love. 

Mch.  With  whom  Sir  ? 

Med.  You  are  the  Lady.  But  Madam  to  be  ingenious  in  the 
Matter,  ’tis  but  a  mean  Conqueft :  Halt*  the  Town  can  Plead 
fome  intereft  in  the  Gentleman  ;  he  has  Lov’d  and  Promis’d  libe¬ 
rally  this  feven  Years,  and  to  Marry  him  were  indeed  the  way  to 

Mortification - -  Your  Clofet  wou’d  be  an  Apothecary’s  Shop 

where  every  Drugg  wou’d  be  a  Memento  of  part  Lewdnefs,  and 
your  Bed  a  very  Charnel-houfe - - 

Sir  Ai .  Nay,  now  my  dear  Friend,  you  are  toofevere;  your 
Satyr  has  too  much  Edge  upon’c:  The  Gentleman’s  a  piece  of  a 
Wit,  and  Honourable  Love  fhcu’d  not  be  decry’d.  I  hate  to  Sin 
like  a  Porter,  that’s  Damnable :  But  to  fin  inState  and  like  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  I  hope  is  Venial.  ,  -  , 

Melt.  Vices  are  to  be  abhor’d  under  every  fhape,  and  no  advan¬ 
tage  can  render  Deformity  agreeable : 

Sir  Ni.  O  Mr.  Med/er  Pm  fick.  Perfe&ly  fick,  out  of  or¬ 
der!  Did  you  obferve  that  Religious  Air  with  which  fhe  fpoke  ? 
Egad  ’tis  fo  unlike  a  Gentlewoman,  that  a  Country  Lady  who  had 
only  been  three  fhort  Minutes  at  Court  wou’d  be.  heartily  afham’d 
to  talk  fo  when  fhe  went  down  again  to  her  Husband. 

Hah  !  Mr.  Courtly : 

Enter  Courtly : 

Cour.  To  be  welcome  where  there’s  fuch  agreeable  Company 
is  a  Bleffing,  the  happieit  Man  on  Earth  wTou’d  Sigh  for. 

Sir  Ki.  That’s  a  Complement  to  the  fair  Melijfa. 

'Med.  That  Sentence  Sir  has  gain’d  the  Knight  -,  you  have  indeed 
an  admirable  cunning  way  with  you.  • 

Cour.  How!  Sir,  fpeak  to  Knaves  and  Fools. 

Me/i.  He  fhows  yet  one  fign  of  Honour  in  his  Contempt  of 
flattery. - 

•  Cour.  I  muff  Confers  I  wi fil’d  to  find  the  fair  MellJJa  here,  but 
duvft  not  hope  it  wou’d  be  fo.  * 

Me/i.  And  I  prefume.  Sir,  had  fhe  been  abfent  you  had  not  been 
left  Fortunate. 


Cour.  Why  Madam,  what  Man  does  not  wifh  to  fee  that  thing 
he  Loves?  does  not  the  Mifer  under  the  Covert  of  a  Gloomy 
Night  fteal  thro’  lone'ome  fhades  fecure  from  fears  to  view  his 
Darling  Treafure  ?  If  he  finds  it  he’s  bleff,and  if  ’tis  gone  he  mourns 
What  then  are  a  Lovers  Joys  who  fees  the  Nobler  Object  of  his 
Wiffies?  Sir 
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Sir  Ni.  Lord,  Medler !  How  Miferably  poor  Lovers  look  ? 
Courtly \  now  is  Wifhing,  Whining,  Praying,  and  (Lowing  all  the 
fbndnels  of  a  very  Boy,  who  begs  (ome  gawdy  trifle-.  Well,!  with 
I  had  ne’er  feen  Celinda. ,  for  I  fhall  looie  my  felf,  my  Honour  and 
my  Wit  in  this  mighty  Labyrinth  of'Love. " 

Med.  The  Gentleman  has  not  your  way  with  him,  Sir  che¬ 
lae,  If  he  had,  where  ere  he  plac’d  his  Love  twou’d  be  attended 
with  Succefs. 

Sir  A7.  To  Love  well  is  not  the  Way  to  gain  a  Woman:  fo 
Court  well  is  indeed  the  Bufinefs,  and  I  think  when  a  Man  attacks 
a  Lady’s  Heart  with  a  Noble  Indifferency,  he’s  Pure  to  be  Conque- 

rour. 

Med.  That’s  Certain  Sir;  Perfuea  Woman  and  (he  Naturally 
flyes  from  you,  run  from  her,  and  fhe’ll  follow.  They  hate  what 
they  may  have  with  eafe,  and  only  covet  what  they  can’t  Enjoy. 

Sir  Ni-  O  fye,  Mr.  Medler  if  the  Ladies  heard  you - - 

Enter  Love  well. 

Ha !  my  Dear  Lovewell Pm  glad  your  arriv’d  to  relieve  two  per- 
fecuted  Lovers, for  I  am  apt  to  think  MeliJJa  is  fo  ftrongly  a  Haul  ted 
fhe  knows  not  how  to  defend  her  felf,  and  can’t  in  Honour  Yeiid,. 
and  your  Friend  has  doubtlefs  exhaufted  all  his  Oaths  and  Compli¬ 
ments,  and  is  ready  to  abandon  the  Seige  till  he  mufter  new  force. 

Love.  By  all  my  hopes  of  future  Joys  I’m  glad  to  find  him 
here!  His  Stars  and  mine  have  Joyntly  wifh’d  it  lhou’d  be  fo,  for 
in  his  fuccefs  lyes  ruin,  and  iniisLofs,  but  a  few  fhort  Sighs  and 
heavy  Hours  which  time  at  laid  removes."—  Well,  for  Friendship’s 
fake  and  his  fafety  I  will  be  indeed  Unmannerly.  -  ^ 

Med.  Wou’d  the  Devil  had  gotten  this  fellow  laff  Night,  and 
then  I  had  not  -been  Plagu’d  with  him  this  Morning.  He  has 
fome  Honour  tho’  he  has  no  Religion,  and  therefore  my  Enemy  * 
lexpeUed  a  better  Dinner  from  GripealEs  Friend  than  himfelf, and 
now  I’m  difappointed.'  „  [Exit. 

Love.  Jack,  it  feemsyou  have  been  this  Day  a  Prifoner  to  the 
fair  Lady  when  Bufinels  Lyes  abroad  negleffed  l 

Melt.  I’m  not  an  Enemy  to  the  Gentleman’s  Liberty  Sir. 

Love.  Then  my  Friend  may  walk  down  Stairs  Madam.  The 
Gate  (lands  o^en. 

Melt.  Doubtlefs  Sir,  and  you  may  wait  upon  him  if  you  pleafe. 
Love.  And  I  will  do  fo  Madam.  For  I  was  ne’er  (o  farr  bewil¬ 
der'd  in  a  Lady’s  Chamber,  but  I  cou’d  find  the  way  out  again.  - 
Cour.  By  Heav’n  Sir  You - 

Love.  Lord  Man, you  forget  Bufinefs  abroad.  A  Friend  ofyours 
waits  for  you  at  thekoie.one  that  can  do  you  Service  in  your  Amour. 
Cour.  Quick,  his  Name? 


Love. 
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Love.  A  good  Dinner  and  a  Bottle  of  moft  Chriftian  Liquor. 

Melt.  The  Gentleman  Sir  leems  to  be  your  Friend,  follow  his 
advice,  and  remember  your  Bufinefs  better  for  the  future.  But  in 
the  mean  time  believe  that  MeliJJ'a  is  not  of  an  Humour  fo  perfectly 
eafy  as  you  it  feems  wou’d  have  her.  ‘  .  [Exit. 

Cour.  For  Heaven’s  fake  Madam  flay :  by  all  that’s  good  file’s 
gone !  Curfe  on  your  unreafonable  freedom  Sir. 

Love.  And  your  unmanly  fears.  What  at  odds  with  thy  Friend 
for  a  Miftrefs?  now  I  know  Courtly ,  before,  it  feems  l  did  not,  I 
thought  our  Friendfhip  had  beem  wound  up  to  one  height,  there 
fix’d,  not  to  be  undone  again  at  will  or  when  our  Paflions  wifh’d 
it?  1 

Cour.  So  did  I  Sir,  but  you  it  feems  wou’d  break  what  cou’d 
not  be  untyed  ? 

Love.  No  Sir.  But  I  cou’d  give  an  anfwer, which  tho’it  might 
pleafe  lefs  wou’d  have  more  of  Truth  in’t.  / 

Cour.  Then  I  Lye  Sir? 

Love.  What  e’rel  think  of  that  kind  I  delay  to  tell,  in  fuch  a 
place  as  this.  In  the  open  Field  I  cou’d  have  fav’d  you  the  labour 
of  gu effing  a  Truth  you  know  to  well. 

Sir  A7.  Gentlemen.? - Damme - thisSword - 

Egad - Gentlemen  you  (hall  not  fight.  I  hope  Mr.  Courtly  and 

you  Mr.  Lovewell  you  wear  Swords  for  an  Ornament  not  prefent 

ufe? - Let  me  dye  they  look  not  Beauifh,  they  are  not  long  and 

brittle. 

Cour .  The  open  Field that’s  a  bare  (Lift  to  fhoot  off  prefent 
Danger. 

Sir  A  7.  Fighting  is  unlike  a  Gentleman,  Egad  my  Friends  Beaus 
never  fight  in  earneff.  They  have  fome  little  handy  fquabbles, 
or  attack  the  Enemy  by  way  of  Satyr  to  prove  their  Wits,  not 
their  Courage.  Why  a  pointed  Steel  is  a  Butcher’s  not  a  Lover’s 
Weapon. 

Cour.  I  beg  your  Pardon  Sir,  my  Judgment  was  not  Mafter  of 
my  Paffion*  i  ought-to  have  remember’d  that  I  was  yet  in  Mclif- 
fas  Lodging  and  yours.  .  v 

Love.  Then  Sir,  owe  your  fafety  to  your  Memory.  But  a 
Man  of  Courage  feldom  bears  fuch  an  one  about  him. 

Sir  A7.  Lord  Mr.  Lovezvcll  you  are  fo  very  Ch3gren!  Let' ms 
Dye  I  know  not  what  to  fay 

^  Cour.  Nay  George  now  I  begin  to  cool,  my  Feaver’s  almoft 
o’re,.  and  you  woffid  have  it  back  again.  That  is  not  the  Office  of 
a  Friend.* - 

Love.  Friend?  when  I  did  it,  you  Curff  me  for’t. 

Cour.  Wash  an  effeff  of  Friendfhip  then. 


Love. 
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Love.  For  fuch  I  defign  it. 

Cour .  Then  I’ve  been  faulty,  and  Ibeg  your  Pardon,  George. 

Love.  Nay,  now  you  lhall  not.  The  fault  was  mine,  and  I  ought 
firft  to  ask  Forgivenefs. 

Cour.  No,  I  ought  to  have  retnembred  thy  Humour. 

Love .  But  I  ftiould  have  remembred  your  Love  to  Mclijfa. 

Cour.  Thy  miftaken  Friendfhip  fpur’d  thee  on  to  keep  me  from  a  Hea- 
v’n,  becaufe  thou  didft  not  think  it  fuch. 

Love.  But  a  gentler  Method  might  have  been  us’d:  I  was  indeed  too 
hafty.  But  you  can  yet  forgive  ? 

Cour.  Then  we  are  Friends  again. 

Love.  No,  we  always  were  Friends,  ’twas  but  a  little  Sally  of  the 
Soul  •,  now  Ihe  retreats,  and  w’are  at  perfed  Peace  again. 

Sir  Nick.  Gentlemen,  let  me  dye,  I’m  happy  in  being  the  Inftru- 
tnent  of  your  Reconciliation,  for  I  had  been  puzzled  how  to  be¬ 
have  my  felf.  My  Sword  was  not  for  Bufinefs,  and  in  the  Fight  l 
had  undoubtedly  difordered  my  Cravat  and  Perriwig ;  and  then  you 

Jkuow  how  Ill  and  Clowniflily  a  Man  looks - .  But  Mr.  Courtly ,  you 

look  fo  damnably  Melancholy,  I’ll  fwear  I’m  forry  for  ye^  I’ll 
do  ycu  all  the  Office  of  a  good  Friend,  by  endeavouring  to  pacify  the 
incens’d  Meljfa. 

Cour.  Sir,  I’m  much  your  Debtor  for  that  offer  you  make  me. 

Sir  Nick.  Well,  Sir,  leave  that  to  my  Care,  fn  the  mean  time. 
Gentlemen,  I’m  for  the  Rofe.  Let  me  fee,  ’tis  paft  One  a  Clock :  O 
Lord,  now  I  think  on’t.  Pm  Appetiz’d.  [pulls  out  his  Watch. 3 

Love.  I  have  not  feen  old  Gripeall  as  1  intended  j  I  muft  therefore  be 
abfent  a  Minute  or  two  \  that  done,  I’ll  fly  t’ye.  [Exeunt.J 

S  C  E  N  E.  II. 

Gripeall  and  Timothy . 

Gripe.  Why,  Sirrah,  fhould  not  my  Will  be  a  Law  in  my  own  Fa¬ 
mily?  May  not  I  give  my  own  Daughter  to  whom  1  pleafe  ?  But  my 
Servants  are  become  fo  ftrangely  Witty,  I  fhall  be  thought  a  Fool  a- 
mongft  ’em  if  I  Exert  not  my  Authority. 

Tim.  1  hope,  Sir,  you  don’t  lufpeft  my  Fidelity  and  good  Inclinations 
to  your  Service  ? 

Gripe.  No,  Timothy ,  l  do  not,  indeed,  fufpeft  thee. 

Tim.  And  yet,  Sir,  I  have  hitherto  in  vain  warn’d  you,  nay,  beg’d 
you  wou’d  beware  of  that  fubtle  Knave  Medler. 

Gripe.  How,  Sirrah,  I  fay  he’s  my  trufty  Friend,  a  Man  that  looks 

D  nar- 
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parrowfy  after  my  Affairs  ;  and  you’r  a  Rogue,  Sirrah,  one  who 
wou’d  rob  your  Neighbour  of  bis  Reputation. 

Tim i  Ay,  ay.  Sir,  a  very  good  Friend,  and  one  who  looks  after  your 
Wife’s  Affairs  more  narrowly  than  he  ought  to  do: 

Gripe.  Then,  Sirrah— >,  Gad-a-mercy  !  The  Lad  has  laid  afide  all 

Signs  of  Duty  and  Refpeft,  due  to  a  difcreet  Mafter - .  Sirrah, 

wou’d  you  call  your  Miftrefs  a - ,  blefs  me  !  the  very  Word’s  abo- 

:  minable,  and  your  Mailer  is  a  Monfter ;  Are  Age  and  Cuckoldom  then 
iufeparable  Companions?  Lack-a  day  ! 

Tim.  I  am  Dumb,  Sir.  . 

Gripe.  But  you  fhall  not,  Sarrah,  you  Ihall  fpeak  I  fay,  and  quickly  too, 
my  Wife  you  fay  is  Naught  ? 

Tim .  I  will  not  poffltively  affirm  it,  but  am  much  affraid  it  may 
be  fo. 

Gripe.  Afraid - !  verily  foam  I,  Timothy.  The  Woman’s  young, 

no  Cares  opprefs  her  Mind-,  continued  Eafe  and  Health,  and  my  old 
Age  may  flir  her  up  to  Levvdnefs:  ’Tis  poffible,  Timothy. 

Tim.  ’Tis  fo,  Sir - — .  Now  could  I  get  this  Medler  excluded  I’d 

be  foie  Governour  cf  the  Hcufe. 

Gripe.  And  yet  I  am  not  fo  very  feeble,  Timothy. 

Tim.  Ay,  Sir,  but  you’re  very  Old. 

Gripe.  Very  old,  Sirrah,  is  Fifty  fo  very  much  ? 

Tim.  ’Tis  enough,  Sir,  but  Seventy  is  more. 

Gripe.  How,  Sirrah!  I  protefl  the  Lad  is  Mad;  wou’d  you  know 
my  Age  better  than  I  do  my  felf  ?  Do  I  walk  like  Seventy  ?  Look,  Sir¬ 
rah,  and  anfwer  Confcientioufly  f Struts  up  and  down.J 

Tim.  No,  l’faith,  you  tread  as  firmly  as  a  Man  of  Thirty. 


Gripe.  Very  good,  I  profefs  this  is  a  judicious  Servant.  But,  Time-., 
thy ,  will  my  Wife  think  fo  lr  ( 

Tim.  Every  body  elfe  wou’d,  Sin 

Gripe.  And  I  hope  fhe  is  not  fo  very  unfeafonable  3s  not  to  trufl  her 
own  Eyes  ?  But,  Timothy ,  when  a  Woman  will  be  wanton,  no  Art,  no 
Argument  can  prevail.  Call  my  Friend,*  I  muff:  commit  her  to  his  Care, 
the  Man  has  fome  Grace  and  may- - . 


Tim.  What,  Sir? 

Gripe.  What,  Sirrah  ?  Are  you  Deaf?  I  fay  call  the  Man. 

Tim.  My  Miffrdfes  Man,  Sir?  ’  ' 

Gripe.  This  Servant  of  mine  is  worth  nothing ;  he’s  a  perfed  Stran- 

ger  to  his  Duty,  Seventy  Quotha !  Let  me  fee - ,  I  was  nimble  in  j 

Oliver7 s  Days,  and  I  hope  1  am  not  quite  fail’d  ;  well,  I  will  try’t  now  | 
for  a  fancy,  and  to  humour  my  felf.  If  I  can  mount  this  Joint-ftool  then 
Fm  but  Eight  and  Forty,  and  my  Wife  fhall  know  I  am  pot  much  de-  1 
cay’d  ;  if  I  cannot  then  1  will  confefs  my  felf  Fifty  and  fome  odd  Years— 


Ha l  O  Lord  I’m  undone  !  This  Body  of  mine  is  horridly  bruiz’d 
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Ha!  Mr.  Medley  you  fee I’m  gone!  kill’d,  Mr.  Medler\  perfe&ly  Slain! 

[falls  over  the  StooliJ 

Enter  Medler,  and  Timothy.  •  " 

Tim.  The  Caufe,  Sir,  from  whence  proceeds  your  Malady;  ' 

Gripe.  Oh  fad !  a  fuddain  Qualm  \  the  Ague,  or  the/Gout,  or  fame- 
thing. 

Twt.  Where  are  you  pain’d.  Sir?  '  r, 

Gvpe.  All  over  Man - /Ingenioufly  1  fiiall  nefer, leap  fo  high 

again: 

Tim;  Well,  Age  is  a  fad  Difeafe - Your  Worfhip  will  dye.;  1 

Gripe .  How,  Sirrah,  Dye?  I  hope  you  lye,  your  Impudence,  and  you 
fhail  know,  Sirrah,  by  the  weight  of  this  Gane,  I  am  no;  ripe  for 
Death.  [rifes  fiiddalnf} 

"Tim.  Remember,  Sir,  that  fuddain  Paflion  may  encreafe  your  Pairfl 
Gripe.  Ingenioufly  I’m  whole,  petfedly  Cur’d  I  fay,'  “will  dye 
Quotha  ?  I  can  walk  to  Tyburn,  Sirrah,  to  fee  you  bang’d. 

Tim:  I  beg  your  Worihip  ten  thoufand  Pardons,,  had  I  not  lov’d  you 
I  had  not  fear’d  your  Death. 

Gripe.  Ha!  Timothy ,  what  fay’ll  ?  1  rr 

Tim.  None  but  a  Fool  would  love  his  Matter  when  the  Reward  con- 
fifts  in  Threats.  ■  "  /  [Cyysboth~^ 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  ’t.is  a  good  Lad,  a  very  affe&ionate  Servant, 

Med.  He  diflembles,  Sir,  arid  your  eafie  Humour  gives  him  too  much 
Encouragement.  5  '  1  •  ' 

Gripe.  I  profefs  ingenioufly  it  may  be  fo: - Timothy,  you  are 

a  Knave.  „  it  l 

Tim.  Very  good,  Sir. 

Gripe.  And  an  Hypocrite. 

Tim.  Right,  Sir. 

Gripe.  Why,  Mr.  Medler ,  d’ye  think  the  Lad  Dilfembles?  Call  my 
Wife,  Sirrah  ?  [Exit.  Timothy J 

Med.  By  that  Friendlhip  between  us,  Sir,  I  doubt  ijer  Virtue  much. 
Gripe.  And  I  believe  not  without  Caufe*,  but  I  hope  you  watch  her 
narrowly,  and  can.  give  me  a  faithful  account  of  her  Behaviour. 

Med.  She  Prays  much. 

Gripe.  That’s  a  bad  Sign  j  A  Religious  Cloack  is  the  bett  Covert  of 
Infirmities. 

Med.  She  goes  often  to  Church. 

Gripe.  And  you  wait  upon  her  thither. 

Med.  Always. 

Gripe.  And  did  you  never  fee  her  Leer  and  Ogle,  put  her  Book  to 
ier  Mouth  and  Smile  with  her  Eyes,  then  put  up  her  Hand  to  hide  a 
31ulh,  and  fink  her  Head  as  if  Ihe  mumbled  o’er  a  Prayer. 

Med.  No. 

D  2  Gripe. 
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Gripe.  Then  upon  what  fcore  d’ye  queftion  her  Integrity. 

Med.  She’s  much  given  to  reading  in  private. 

Gripe.  Sermons  I  hope. 

Med.  No,  Sir,  Plays,  Novels,  Romances,  and  Poems  innumerable* 

Gripe.  Lack-a  day,  a  very  infallible  fign  of  a  flelhly  Mindy  I’m  a. 
Cuckold ! 

Enter  Elizabeth. 

Ha!  Obferve  what  a  bewitching  Eye  there  is,  (incerely  I’m  much  a- 
fraid,  for  this  World  wants  not  wicked  Elders  to  tempt  the  Chalb  Stt» 
[anna's.  Wife,  no  Elizabeth,  let  me  call  you  by  that  Name  till  I  know 
if  you  deferve  the  other. 

EUz,  Sir,  I’m  already  fenfible  of  my  Misfortune:  Your  Weaknefs 
proves  the  Ruin  of  my  Honour  \  nor  can  your  own  efcape  when  ’tis 
committed  in  trufl:  to  one  who  makes  it  his  Bufinefs  to  deftroy  it - . 

'  Med.  Meaning  me  it  may  be*.  Madam.. . 

Eli%.  Yes,  Sir,.  and  did  he  not  doat  upon  his  own  Ruin  ^  Did  he  not 
earnestly  covet  ajCivil  War  in  hisHoufe,  and  wifh  a  Torment  to  hira- 
felf,  le  wou’d  not  give  Credit  to  fo^bafe  a  Man. 

Gripe.  Mum,  Elizabeth ,  when  you  abufe  others  to  excufe  your  felf, 
’tis  but  a  weak  Argument  to  prove  your  Innocence. 

Mrs.  Gripe^  Wou’d  any  Woman,  whofe  Honour  has  been  always 
dearer  to  her  than  Life  it  felf,  and  who  has  entertain’d  ho  other  thought 
than  how  to  Pleafe  her  Husband,  and  Merit  hk  utmoft  Confidence,,  fpe 
her  Virtue  fo  much  Abus’d,  her  Love  fo  ill  Repaid,  and  not  run  Mad 
with  Grief? 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  Poor  Heart,  ftre  weeps— 

Enter  He&or,  Fidelia  and  Timothy. 

Come  here.  Sirrah. 

So — ;  Stand  where  you  are  y  move  not  from  your  Poll,  I  fay. 

Tim.  Now,  Sir,  be  brisk,  Remember  you  was  a  Gentleman  this 
Morning,  when, you  came  from  the  Tavern  *,  I  hope  your  Wits,  as  ufo- 
ally  they  do,  are  not  fted  with  your  Wine? 

Gripe.  Hem^  I  have,  not  forgot  that  Speech  I  prepar’d  Yellerday — . 
1  have  call’d  you  together  for  my  own  Q.uiet  and  your  Inftru&ion.  I 
have  a  very  unruly  Family,  and  I  mull  beware  of  giving  Offence  to  my 
Neighbours  j  that  is,  I  will  have  a  thorough  Reformation  in  my  Houfe, 
I  have  been  an  old  Sinner*  and  you  were  lent  me,  Sirrab,  as  a  Punifli- 
ment  for  the  Tranfgreflions  of  my  Youth.  Lack-a-day,  you  both  plead 
Guilty  by  your  Silence*,  What,  have  you  nothing  to  fay  ?  Ha!  The 
World  fleps  in  between  me  and  a  good  Delign. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

I’ve  forae  little  Money :  Bufinefs,  with  this  Gentleman,  but  you  mar 
ftay  here; 
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Love .  Ha!  What’s  here?  By  this  Light  I’m  Thunder-ftruck*,  there’s 
fomething  at  my  Heart  fo  ftrangely.  new,  I  know  not  what  to  think. 

Gripe,  Run*  Timothy,  bring  the  large  Book  with  the  Ink-Standifti? 
Now,  Sir,  let  us  end  that  Affair. 

Lovn  By  alFmy  Hopes  I'm  Loft ;  What!  brought  me  into  this  Place  r 
But  ftay— — *  *,  1  hope  {he’s  not  a  Woman. 

Gripe.  The  Money,  Sir,  will  amount  to—-. 

Love.  Money  !  ’tis  meer  Tralh,  Sir-,  yet  (he  muff:  be  a  Woman 
there’s  fomething  that  fpeaks  her  Flefli  and  Blood,  and  Tender,  ev’n  to  ■ 
Love. 

Fide.  There’s  fomething  in  this  Stranger’s  Face  Co  confus’d,  and  yet 
fo  very  Agreeable,  I  know  not  what  to  think  on’t  — .  He  Eyes  me 
with  Concern,  and  I’m  pleas’d  to  find  it  fo.  \ 

Gripe.  But  as  I  was  faying,  Sir,  ’twill  amount  to - ■. 

Love.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir — ,  the  Book  is  not  yet  come :  What 

is’t  I  feel - ?  That’s  a  needlefs  Queftion  now  I  think  on’t :  Can  any" 

Man  fee  fo  much  Beauty  and  not  Love?  Ha!  Love?  Then  I’ll  be 

gone  *,  That  Word  bears  Deftru&ion  in  the  very  Sonnd  on’t - . 

By  aft  that’s  Good  I’m  chain’d  !  I  cannot - but  I  will  go - ■. 

Sir,  Pve  forgot  my  Papers,  1  beg  your  Pardon :  I’ll  wait  on  you  after 
Dinner.  [/Exit .  haftily.J! 

Gripe.  Lack*a-day,  the  Man  muft  be  Mad.  But  after  Dinner  the  Bu- 
finefs  {hall  be  difpatch’d. 

Fide.  He’s  gone  and  Pm  forry  for’t  *,  Methinks  I  fee  him  ftill - 

Whither  has  my  Weaknefs  hurried  me  ?  For  now  I  find  I  Love' - *. 

Perhaps  the  fame  Power  that  wounded  me  refolved  he  fliou’d  be  mine* 
and*  that  diforder  whidrhe'fliew’d  was,  perhaps,  an  Effed  of  his  infant 
Paflion - yet,  it  may  be  but  the  faint  Relfemblance  of  foine  hap¬ 

pier  Beauty,  and  he  but  thought  of  her  he  lov’d  and  not  of  me. 

Re-enter  Timothy  with  the  Booh 

Gripe.  You’re  a  lazy  Fellow,  Sirrah.  But,  lay’t  afide,  the  Gentle¬ 
man’s  gone - .  Now  to  other  Bufinefs  j  .  HetHr,  ungracious  Boy,  , 

HeFFori 

HeQ.  Here,  Sir.  % 

Gripe.  I’m  your  Father ^  What  fay  you,  Sirrah? 

HeFl.  Ay. 

Gripe.  Pve  gain’d  an  Eftate  for  you. 

Hett.  Hum. 

Gripe.  And  now  you  are  come  to  Years  of  Dilcretiom 

Hctt.  Ay,  Sir. 

Gripe.  You  muft  endeavour  to  add  to’t; 

Yes,  Sir. . 

Gripe?. 


G ripe7  lVe  therefore  found  a  Wife  for  y,ou.  .  .  , 

ficti:  What  you  pleafe,  Sir.  ;  ■' 

Grtpe.  Sir  Nicholas  Empty's  Sifter.’  The  Man  owes  me  a  conCderabie 
Sum*,  that,  and  his  Sifters  Portion,  will  eat  up  his  whole  Estate. 
I’ve  Order’d  Timothy  to  fpeak  to  him  about  it,  for  the  Bufinefs  muft  be 
difpatch’d  e’er  the  young  Man  gain  Time,  and  fee  his  own.Danger, 
Is  not  the  Projed  good  ?  «ir ''  '*  . 

Heft,  Ay,  Sir.  '  i-  i*QoM 

Gripe.  Timothy ,  there’s  the  Key  of -my  black  Cheft,  you’ll  find  a  Suit 
of  Cloths  in’ t  fating  for  a  Bridegroom ;  I’ve  had  ’em  by  me  thefe  Forty 
Years,  bring  my  jine  Sword  too 3  you  know  them,  Sirrah  ? 

Tim.  Very  well,  Sir.. 

Gripe.  Be  in  readinefs  precifely  by  two  a  Clock,  and  look  you,  Sirrah, 
becaufe  you  may  have  fome  ufe  for  Money,  fhou’d  the  young  Man  take 

you  to  the  Tavern,  there’s - ,,  let  me  fee— ,  there’s  a  Shilling,  and 

come  not  home  now  with  a  Regiment  of  Fidlejrs,  when  1  give  you 
Money  .to  fupport  your  Credit. 

He  it',  t  ;  Sir.  . 

Gripe.  Fidelia this  Morning  Sir  John  Single  came  to  Town,  I  expeded 
him  to  Dinner  •,  but  it  feems  he’s  refolv’d  to  pay  his  firft  Vilit  this  Af¬ 
ternoon.  He  and  I  were  old  Com  panibns,  I  dare  aofwer  for  the  Man ; 
he’s  well  skill’d  in  his  own  Affairs,  and  in  his  own  way  will  make  a 
notable  Husband  for  you }  for  your  old  Batchelors  know  belt  how  to 
Rule  young  Wives.  Come,  Sirrah,  give  me  thofe  Papers  which  con¬ 
cern  Sir  Nicholas  Empty. 

Tim.  Why,  Sir,  you  have  them  in  your  own  Clofet. 

Gripe.  Lack-’a-day,  that’s  true.  1  profefs  1  had  forgot  my  felf,  and 
’tis  no  wonder :  jj  ^ — ami 


The  End  of  the  Second  A  c  t. 
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Act  III.  Scene  I.  „ 

Sir  Nicholas  Empty  and  Medler  meeting, 

SIR  Nicholas.  We  are  opportunely  met,  Mr.  Medler. 

Med .  We  are  fo,  Sir,  for  I  was  juft  about  to  wait  upon  you  at 
your  Lodgings. 

Sir  Nich.  Why,  have  you  feen  Celinda  then  ? 

Med.  No  Tfaith,  Sir,  but  I  fhall  wait  upon  her  this  Afternoon. 

Sir  Nick.  O  my  dear  damnable  Friend,  I’m  your  very  humble  Servant 
Med.  But,  Sir,  I’ve  a  Commiflion  from  Mr.  Grifeall  that  very  much 
concerns  you. 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  that  ninft  be  Bufinefs }  pray,  my  Friend,  do  not  kill 
me  with  fo  mean  a  thought  as  that  of  worldly  Intereft  :  ’Tis  the  Em¬ 
ployment  of  alow  minded  Fellow  to  wafte  his  Brains,  and  Time,  for 
Moneys  I’ll  have  nothing  in  my  Hegd.but  Wit  and  Love. 

Med.  But  to  th’  Bufinefs  in  hand.  Sir,  you  remember  that  Sum  due 
to — — . 

Sir  Nich.  O  fad  !  Mr.  Medler,  wou’d  you  difturb  me}  I  remember 
Tm  much  his  Debtor,  but  to  talk  of  Particulars  is  fo  unbecoming’ — 

Med.  Ay,  but  Sir,  Lmuft  tell  you,  that - - 

Sir  Nich.  Ah,  Mr.  Medler* - ,  Good  Lord  !  fo.  I’m  already  a  Man 

of  Bufinefs,  a  flovenly  Lump  of  Clay,  that  violent  Motion  of  the  Body 

has  fo  diforder’d  every  thing  about  me - ,  Egad  I’m  afraid  1  fhall 

not  know  my  felf - there’s  no  Glafs  here  I  find. 

Med.  The  Principle  Sum  amounts  to  4000  /  the  Intereft- - - 

Sir  Nich.  Oh  Horrible !  Wou’d  you  talk  of  fo  much  Money  to  a  Man  1 
in  Love? 

Med.  And  this,  Sir,  muft  be  prefently  paid. 

Sir  Nich.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Wit,  Mr.  Medler,  that  paid  fo 
great  a  Sum  ?  4000  Pounds !  As  I  hope  for  Mercy  l  never  thought  up- 
on’t  before}  it  may  be  twenty  or  one  foriought  I  know.  I  remember 
one  Day,  indeed,  when  I  was  about  to  pay  a  vifit  to  a  young  Lady 
ia  Coven- Garden -Church,  1  fubfcrib’d  a  huge  rabble  of  Papers; 

Med.  And  dichyou  not  read ’em,  Sir*?.  '  , 

Sir  Nich.  What  a  dull  Queftion  that  is?  In  half  that  Time  all  had 
been  loft  that  was  valuable  about  me. 

Med.  How,  Sir  ?*  You  did  not  run  the.  hazard  of  being  robb’cH 
in  his  Houfe?. 
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Sir  Nick  howblockilh  you  arc  to  Day,  my  Friend?  The  Spirits 
of  all  thefe  Perfumes,  necelTary  to  compleat  a  Beau,  had  been 
wholly  Evaporated  ;  my  Wig,  Gloves,  Handkercheif,  and  every 
Thing,  had  been  plain  and  ufelefs. 

Med.  A  witty  Confideration  truly.  Sir,  and  limply  Neceflary  for 
a  Man  of  your  Parts.  A  mean  Dilh  wou’d  be  nobly  Garnilh’d,  and 
a  Coward  may  pafs  for  a  Man  of  Courage  when  drefs’d  in  Armour— 
But  ftill,  Sir,  the  Money  mult  be  paid  inftantly,  or— 

Sir  Nek  Or  what,  my  Friend  ?  pray  let  it  a  Civil  or,  free  from 
Bulinefs. 

Med.  Or  give  your  Sifter  to  his  Son  Hettor. 

Sir  Nich.  Hum - ,  Is  he  a  Wit,  my  Friend? 

Med.  No,  Sir }  but  he’s  a  Brother  of  the  Faculty. 

Sir  Nich.  What?  a  Phyliciaa. 

Med.  No,  Sir,  a  Fool. 

Sir  Nick  A  Fool - 5  butj’tis  pofilble  he  may  be  a  Wit? 

Med.  Doubtlefs,  Sir,  very  poflible. 

Sir  Nick  Then  Ihe’s  his  upon  my  Honour. 

Med.  And  Mr.  Courtly  mull  quit  his  Pretentions  ? 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  dye/  you  diftraft  me  fo  \  now  I  think  on’t  Ilove 
Jack  Courtly ,  and  always  promifed  him  ray  Afliftance. 

Med.  Why,.  Sir,  he’s  not  a  Wit? 

Sir  Nich.  ’Tis  true,  he’s  damnably  folid:  he  thinks  much,  bates 
a  Wench,  and  wou’d  rather  hear  a  Sermon  than  a  Play.  Now  by  all 
thefe  Marks  ’tis  eafie  to  know  the  Man  is  not  a  Wit - - 

Med.  Ha  !  Lifteu,  Sir - ,  I  hear  the  old  Knave  in  the  next  Room, 

if  he  has  any  Bulinefs  he’ll  come  into  this,  and  you’ll  befo  harrafs’d  a- 
bout  that  Money. 

Sir  Nick  O  /  my  Friend,  lets  run  to  the  Tavern,  or  whither 
you  pleafe,  I  hear  the  unwelcome  Noife  already.  [£«wr.] 

'  Enter  Gripeall,  and  Timothy  with  Books . 

Gripe.  You  have  the  Books,  Timothy  f 

Tim .  Yes,  Sir,  your  Spectacles  are  within  the  big  one. 

Gripe  Take  the  Wafte-Book}  there,  Sarrah,  look  Mr.  Lovewel , 
what  Page  - 

Enter  Lovewel. 

Love.  I  fee  Butinels  will  fpoil  my  Defign.  The  fair  Fidelia  is  not 
here,  and  now,  methinks.  I’m  loft  ^  where’s  all  that  Conftancy  I’ve  of¬ 
ten  boafted  ?  I’m  already  a  Womans  Slave,  yet  can’t  ftay  away. 

Gripe .  Why,  Sirrah,  have  you  not  found  it. 

Tim.  No,  Sir,  ’tis  not  here. 

Gripe.  You’re  a  notable  Servant  indeed,  Sarrah,  James  wou’d  have 


*  -  nr  Wafte-Book. 
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Grift.  How,  Sirrah  /  I  know  your  meaning,  you  fawcjH^^r,  talk  f® 

of  my  Wife. 

Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  your  humble  Servant,  Sir }  what?  in  Anger. 

Gripe.  Your  Servant  Mr.  Lovewel }  ingeniotffly  the  Flefh  fometime  will 

prevail,  and  Pm  forry  f6Pl— - .  A  Chair-  .  Gome,  Sirrah,  lend 

me  the  Book - ■.  You  went  away,  Sir,  very  ftrangely  in  the  Fore¬ 

noon,  I  hope  you're  in  Health. 

Love  Yes,  yes.  Sir—,  but  Rill  my  Mind’s  diforder’d:  Love  is  the 
very  Fever  of  the  Soul,  and  I  am  fickev’n  to  Madnefs- — S  Curie  on  this 
unruly  Weaknefs !  Pm  become  a  Fool,  and- — 

Gripe.  Ay,  ay,  here  ’tis  let  me  fee  the  Ledger— — ,  fo  Page - — , 

Mr.  Lovewell  per  Bond  300/.  dated - -.  OLack-a-day,  Sir  John  Single, 

you’re  a  true  Obferver, 

Enter  Sir  John  Single 

of  your  Promifes.  This  Gentleman  is  my  Friend,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir - .  Well,  my  dear  old  Boy, 

Pm  glad  to  fee  thee.  S’heart,  I  have  not  been  in  Town  thefe  twenty 
Years,  and  yet  I  find  thee  juft  fuch  an  one  as  I  left  thee,  a  good,  old, 
honeft  Fellow.  You  can  take  a  Bottle  Gripe  all. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  he’ll  betray  my  fecret  Follies,  Timothy  fpeak  to 
him. 

Sir  John.  You’re  Silent,  Man. 

Gripe.  I  can  take  a  moderate  Glafs,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  And  a  Girl  in  a  Corner.  [[Timothy /peaks  afide  to  S/rJohnU 

Gripe.  Not  I,  Sir  John. 

Tim.  By  all  meaus,  Sir,  a  downright  fober  Perfon. 

Sir  John .  I  might  have  guefs’d  that.  He  was  a  pra&ical  Atheiffc  thirty 
Years  and  upwards.  Well,  old  Boy,  thou  canll:  drink  moderately. 

Gripe.  To  fatisfie  Nature,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John  That’s  good,  Boddikins,  I  had  almoft  forgot ,  How’s  your 
Daughter?  >. 

Gripe.  Timothy ,  call  Fidelia - ,  you  fhall  fee,  Sir,  a  Virtuous  young 

Woman,  a  Lafs  of  my  own  breeding. 

Love.  What  is  this  old  Fellow  my  Rival?  They  talk  too  very  fami¬ 
liarly  upon  the  Subjed. 

Sir  John  Call  my  good  Brother  Hettor  too. 

Tim.  Yes,  Sir.  1  [Exit.  Timothy^ 

Love.  Good  Brother  quoth’e  ?  then  my  Ruin’s  Pealed,  and  Pm  denied 
what’s  yet  to  every  Man  allowed.  There’s  no  room  for  hope,  lince  Fi¬ 
delia  is  already  doom’d  to  another’s  Arms — ,  file  enters.  My  Heart 

beats  quick  \  Love  and  Anger  jointly  ihare  my  Brealf,  and  Icou’d, 

Enter  Fidelia. 

Cut  this  Fellow’s  Throat,  without  remorfe  of  Confcience. 

Fide.  Ha!  the  Man  I  love  here,  and  he  whofe  very  Name  J  always 

E  ”  hated. 
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hated.  To  compleat  my  Misfortune,  his  Perion  is  uglier  than  e’er  my 
Fancy  form’d  him,  when  yet  I  knew  him  not. 

Sir  John.  Zooks,  a  fine  jolly  Quean!  Gome  here.  Sweet-heart  }  by  my 
troth,'  old  Boy,  fhe  has  a  fweet  Breath,  and  a  very  foft  Lip. 

Love.  He  wants  a  Soul  when  Fidelia's  Eyes  can  kindle  no  more 
warmth  within  him. 

Gripe.  Fidelia ,  this  is  the  Man  I  have  often  nam’d,  and  wifiVd  to  be. 
thy  Husband.  .  * 

Fide.  The  young  Gentleman,  Sir.  , 

Gripe.  Lack*, a- day,  can’t  you  diftinguifh  a  Knight  from  a  private 
Man  ?  Sir,  we  can  do  no  Bufmefs  till  Night. 

Love.  But  then,  Sir,  I’m  to  be  employed  another  way.  , 

Gripe.  Lack-a  day  !  The  young  Baggage  looks  always  this  way - $ 

Indeed,  Sir,  1  wou’d  not  have  you  ftay  fo  long. 

Love.  But  indeed,  Sir,  I  will  not  go  away. 

Sir  John.  You  know,  fair  Maid,  what  has  brought  me  to  Town,  bod- 
dikins,  I’m  fick  on’t  already, let’s  therefore  difpatch  our  Bufinefs  fpeedily, 
and  then  to  the  Country  again }  I  have  there  a  noble  Dairy,  a  brave 
Fifh-pond,  a  Pack  of  fine  Hounds,  and  every  thing  that  renders  Life 
defirable. 

Love.  Have  you  many  young  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  there,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Why  d’ye  ask,  Sir  ? 

Love.  To  divert  your  Lady,  and  to  fupply  theTofs  of  her  Friends 
in  Town. 

Sir  John.  That’s  your  London  way,  Sir,  not  ours.  We  do  not  feek 
Men  to  divert  our  Wives,  we  fhift  for  our  felves  i’th’  Country— — -* 
no,  no,  young  Lady  I’ll  be  in  Head  of  Friends. 

Love.  Pray  Sir,  ask  the  young  Lady’s  Opinion. 

Sir  John.  We  ne’er  confult  our  Wives,  Sir.  Opinion !  Women  . 
Jhou’d  have  no  Opinion. 

Love  Then  your  Wives  are  Cyphers. 

Sir  John.  No,  Sir}  but  when  fome  of  ’em  Cali:  up  Accompts  with  , 
their  Friends,  Husbands  are  made  Cyphers. 

Fide.  You  have  a  very  ill  Opinion  of  Women,  Sir  John,  when  you  , 
proclaim  it  even  before  your  Miftrefs. 

.  Sir  John.  Look  ye.  Madam,  I  hope  you  are  a  Angular  Woman— — »  , 
But  pray,  Sir,  inform  me,  is  this  your  way  in  London ,  to  give  Advice  in 
Matters  that  lye  not  in  your  Road, 

Love.  Yes  indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Boddikins,  ’tis  thought  very  ill  Manners  in  the  Country, 
and  for  any  thing  1  know  may  be  fo  in  Town  too. 

Gripe.  That  Bufinefs  between  us,  Sir,  mull  be  delayed. 

Love.  But,  Sir,  I  muft  wait  upon  this  Gentleman. 

Sir  John.  Not  upon  me5  Sir,  you  may  be  gone  when  you  pleafe^ 

lost! 
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look  ye,  Sir,  T  can  wait  upon  my  feff— - .  Madam,  I  hope  your 

Heart  confirms  your  Father’s  choice;  he’s  a  wife  old  Fellow,  and  for 
my  part  I’m  refolv’d  to  truft  to  him - - 

•  Gripe,  Bona  fide,  he  fpeaks  notably. 

Fide.  You  think  me  a  Miftrefs  eafily  won.  Sir  John,  or  that  Fame 
flew  quick  before  you,  levell’d  the  Way,  and  made  the  Conqueft  eafie. 

Sir  John.  I  hope  you’re  no  Child,  Madam, to  bt-gain’d  with  fair  Words, 
pretty  Toys,  Serenades,  Balls,  and  the  reft  ol  fuch  womahilh  Gew¬ 
gaws., 

Fide.  A  Miftrefs,  for  whom  you’d  be  at  no  Pains,  Merits  not  the 
Honour  of  being  your  Wife. 

Sir  John.  Why  look’ft  thee,  my  Heart,  I  love  thee  very  well.  If  thou 
canft  do  fo  by  me  ’tis  a  Bargain,  if  not,  zooks  I  fay,  there’s  no  harm 
done,  we  are  both  fit  for  a  new  Market. 

Gripe.  Ingenioufly  he  Woes  her  like  a  Man  of  Honour. 

Love.  ’Tis  impofiible  Fidelia  fhould  be  his,  and  yet  I  cannot  hope  her 

mine - .  Nay,  I’m  now  fo  much  a  Coward,  I  dare  not- embrace  this 

golden  Opportunity,  and  whifper  in  her  Ear  I  love. 

Fide.  That,  upon  which  a  future  courfe  of  Life  depends,  ought  not 
to  be  fo  flightly  Weigh’d,  or  fo  inconfiderately  Determin’d. 

Gripe.  I  profefs  ’twas  anfwer’d  like  a  difcreet  Girl,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  That’s  certain,  old  Boy.  But  a  difcreet  Lover  is  not  fo  to 
be  fob’d  off—.  Ay,  but,  Madam,  we  fay  ’tis  good  ftriking  the  Iron 
when  tis  hot,  now  it  may  be  is  the  Time,  for  a  wife  Man  fhou’d  ply  the 
lucky  Minute.  .  '  , 

Fide.  But  if  it  proves  not  fuch  a  one, then  he  procures  Hatred  not  Love. 

Sir  John.  Adad  Ihe’s  plaguy  cunning - .  That  were  Cruelty, 

fair  Lady,  to  Entertain  a  Man  fo  fcurvily  for  his  good  Will. 

Fide.  ’Tis  Weaknefs,  not  Cruelty,  to  grant  all  to' the  Man,  who  only 
aims  at  his  own  Advantage. 

Sir  John.  But  if  in  feeking  his  owrn  he  advances  yours,  what  then  ? 

Fide.  When  I’m  allur’d  of  that  I’ll  know  how  to  treat  him. 

Sir  John.  Is  a  Man’s  own  Word  no  Alfurance  in  this  City  ? 

Fide.  If  he  gives  it  upon  reafonable  Grounds;  but  that  my  Intereft 
Ihould  at  firft  fight  be  dear  to  him  as  his  own,  is  not  very  probable. 

Love.  If  a  Man  can  love  at  firft  fight  the  cafe  is  then  alter’d,  Madam 

Sir  John.  Weil  faid  young  Man,  well  put  in. 

Fide.  Yes,  Sir,  ’tis  polfible  a  Man  may  love ;  but  how  can  I  be  aflur’d 
of  fo  hafty  a  Conqueft.  .  Y 

Love .  By  continued  Services,  our  very  Looks ;  all  our  Adtions  prove 
us  Slaves  to  Love. 

Fide.  If  I  (hould  believe  it,  yet  ftill  ’tis  madnefs  to  truft  that  Man  that 
Loves  fo  unreafonably,  and  beftows  his  Heart  on  one  he  knows  not ; 
Jk  ■  •  *  £.2  V  May 
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May  he  not  be  guilty  of  the  fame  Weaknefs  to  Morrow,  and  give  it  to* 

another  ? 

Sir  John.  Sincerely,  the  young  Quean  wou’d' puzzle  a  Philofopher. 

Gripe.  ’Tis  a  fine  Girl  indeed. 

Love ,  You  ought  molt  to  truft  that  Man  who  Loves  fooneft ;  it 
Jhews,  Madam,  the  Effeft  of  a  powerful  Sympathy : .  And  fince  he 
lov’d  without  the  Advice  of  his  Reafon,  ’tis  not  to  be  fear’d  his . 
Reafon  C3n  fet  him  at  Liberty. . 

Fide.  His  Judgment  may  not  at  all  times  be  a  deep  or- weak. 

Love .  Then  Love,  Madam,  will  augment  his  Troops,,  and  keep  that 
Fort  by  Force,  which  at  fir  ft  he  took  by  Surprize. 

Tide.  Then  you  wou’d  prefer  Love  without  Reafon,  to  Love  and 
Reafon  jointly  mixt,  where  long  Acquaintance,  and  a  perfedt  Know¬ 
ledge  of  your  Miftrefles  Virtues  beget  Efteem,  which,  when  arriv’d 
to  Love,  can  ne’er  come  back  again  to  Indifference. 

Love.  Doublets,  Madam,  that’s  at  beft  but  a  refin’d  Friendfeip  in- 
fpir’d  by  Intereft  •,  what  we  chufe  in  cold  Blood  we  may  difprove  in 
Paffion,  or  when  a  greater  Beauty  kindles  a  nobler  warmth. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  you  have  argu’d  the  Cafe  as  if  t’had  been  your  own- — * 
Now,  Madam,  I  neednot  repeat  it  again,  fay  is’t  a  Bargain  ?  .Are  you 
pleafed  with  your  Father’s- choice. 

Love,  Ha!  What  means  that  following  Blufh?  I  wife  it' bode  me 
well— - - .  Sir,  do  you  buy  Wives  in  the  Country - . 

Sir  J-ohn.  S’heart,  Sir,  that’s  not  a  Miracle,  when  there  arc  other* 
Men’s  Wives  to  be  fold  here  y  but  you  do  not  love  my  way,,  of  Court*  • 
ihip  perhaps. 

Love.  1  do  not  much  admire  your  Method*  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Then  you  may  let  it  alone,  Sir. 

Lpvc.  Nay,  but  Sir,  I’m  your  Well-wifeer. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  but  s’heart,  Sir,  I’m  none  of  yours. 

Gripe.  Look  ye,  Sir,  we  can  difpatch  no  Bufinefs  at  tfrte  Time.' 

Love.  Ay,  but  Sir,  J  have  the  gift  of  Patience,  l  muft  perfwade  the  - 
Gentleman  that  I  am  his  Friend. , 

Sir  John ,  Nay  for  that,  look  ye,  Sir,  ’tis  a  Bufinefs  of  no  great  Moment,  , 
I  feall  ,go  into  the  Country  in  two  Days,  we  may  never  meet  again 
s’heart  then  what  matters  it  if  you  are  my.  Friend,  or  I  am.  your  Friend?  - 
We  feall  ne’er  kifs  a  Glafs  together. 

Love.  But,  Sir,  we  may  keep  a  friendly  Correfpoadence  by  way  of— 

Sir  John.  A  friendly  Correfpondence.  [in  paffionj 

Love.  You  read  no  ill  defign  in  my  Face,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  a  viilanous  fort  of  a  Leer  that  way, 
and  you  w.oifd  fain  begin  an  early  Acquaintance  with  my  Miftrefs,. Sin- 
Ha  !  Whom,  have  we  here?  .  A  very  r e ver  sa&’G eat le ma n, . a  juilice  of. 
ihe  Peace,  I  fuppofe.D  ■  . 
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He&or  Timothy. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  ’tis  my  Son,  Sir,  ’tis  the  Lad  HeBor. 

Sir  John.  Young  Man  come  up— ,  I  have  not  feen  a  Man  WltR?-’ 
a  more  fatherly  Air  about  him.  I  know  not  if  you  have  begun  as  early, 
as  your  Father  did,  who  had  his  Mailer’s  Daughter  with  Child  in  the  fu  ll 
Year  of  his  Apprenticefhip. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  he  will  undo  me: - I  was  indeed  much 

wrong’d  in  that  Affair. 

Love.  Madam,  fuch  a  pair  of  falhionable  Lovers - — v 

Sir  John.  A ■  Man  muft  not  have  his  Brains  in’s  Pocket,  in  this  Town  I 

find,  Sir,  Hand  off  the  Room  is  large  enough - .  Now,  fair  Lady, 

what’s  your  Refolution  ?  I  plead  no  Honour,  no  Eftate,  I  Hand  upon 
your  Father  s  choice,  and  the  Merit  of  myPerfon,  which  in  our  Coun¬ 
try  is  not  Contemptible,  if  I  may  fay’t,  Madami 

Fide.  f  have  already  faid,  Sir,  that  a. Bufinefs  of  fo  much  Confe- 
quence - — • 

Sit  John.  Hang  Confequences,  1  Fay  ^  What?  a  Woman’s  Thbughfr 
fhou’dbeall  Extempore - ,  a  thinking  Wife  is  the  trouble  of  a  Fa¬ 

mily, 

Gripe.  Verily,  Sir  John,  Fthink  the  young  Woman  a&s  reafonably  v  > 
’tis  not  cuftomary  to  yield  at  firft,  and  the  World,  ye  know,  is  rul’d  by 
(Cuftom  y  to  morrow  Morning  the  Bufinefs  lhall  be  perfected,  there¬ 
fore  Fideliu  withdraw,  and  employ  the  few  remaining  Hours  in  prepa¬ 
ring  thofe  things  you  may  find  neceffary  for  a.privateand  a  fpeedy  Mar¬ 
riage  *,  Fee,  Sir  John,,  fhe’s  all  Obedience..  [7/  &oing.~\ 

Sir  John .  Stay,  Madam,  I  had  almofl  been  unmannerly,  take  this 

Kifs  and  my  Blefling  before  you  go - .  What  is  this  your  way  ?  d’ye 

turn  afide  your  Face  in  London ,  and  kifs  by  the  Ears.:  I  fay  your  Mouth 
or  nothing.  .  fExit  Fide.'l 

Love.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir. 

Grip..  Lack-a-day,  you’re  become  impatient*.  Sir,  all  on  the  fud- 
dain. 

Love.  I  juft  now  reraembred.  Sir,  that  a.  Friend  flay’d  for  me; 

\jExit.~X 

Sir  John.  This  young  fellow  is  doubtlefs  a  Rival. 

Gripe.  Sincerely  I  begin  to  fufpeft  fome  fuch  Mifchiefj  but  this  one— 
Nights  delay  admits  ot  no  reafonable  Fears.  HeBori 

HtB.  Here,  Sir. 

Gripe.  Now’s  the  fit  time  to  wait  upon  the  young  Gentlewomans 

Sir  John.  How,  old  Boy,  is  your  Son  to  be  married  too? 

Gripe.  I’m  refolv’d  one  Hour  fhall  bring  me  a  Son  and  Daughter-in-*- 
Law}  the  Bufinefs  is  already  finifhed,  Man,  only  for  faihiens  fake  he? - 
mufl  ask  the  young  Woman’s  Confent  and  Ad  vice, 

John.  Very  good,  Iwifh  ye  fuccefs  young  Man, 
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Gripe.  Look  ye,  Sir  John,  I’d  have  yon  accompany  the  young  Man3 
Ms  his  fii;ft  Vifit,  and  he’s  barfhfui  •,  but  firfl  throw  off  your  Boots. 

Sir  §Hh.  My  Boots,  not  I  •  biif  with  all  my  Heart  I’ll  accompany  your 

Son.  Come  here,  Man—,  fo - •,  look  brisk  and  chearful— — , 

zooks.you  hang  your  Head.  ■' 

c.ripe.  You  are  a  Gracelefs  Rogue,  Sirrah,  I  fay  look  up. 

Sir  John.  So,  very  well,  you  wou’d  have  me  go  with  him  you  fay? 
Gripe.  Yes,  indeed,  Sir  John.  '  -  ct'-1 

Sir  John.  S’heart  then  I  will  go:  But  look  ye,'  old  Boy,  we  mull  have 
one  Bottle  together  firfl,  a  Glafs  may  elevate  the  young  Fellow’s  Spi- 
-  rits.  *■ 

Gripe,  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir  Jojm,  I’ve  a  douzen,  fent  me  by  a 
Friend,  as  good  as  e’er  came  from  France.  Timothy ,  run,  there’s  the 
Key,  bring  me  one. 

Sir  John.  Two  of ’em,  Sirrah,  one  is  nothing.  [Exit  .Timothy.'} 

Gripe.  Lack-a*day,  I  fhou’d  not  have  told  him. 

Re-enter  Timothy. 

Will  you  never  learn  your  Duty  ?  Why  fomuch  on’t  now  ?  Well,  ’ds 
no  matter,  your  good  Health,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Off  with  it,  old  Boy - come  young  Man  a  Health  to 

'-your  Miflrefs.  1  ^Drinks'} 

Gripe.  Hetter ,  Heft  or,  remember  you’ve  put  on  a  fine  Coat  to 
-‘Day.  '  '' 

Heft.  I’m  not  afraid.  Sir,  not  I. 

Sir  John.  Well  laid.  Corne,  Sirrah,  drink  your  young  Mailer’s 
Miflrefs. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  Sirrah,  fmall  Beer,  rqethinks,  wou’d  do  as  well. 
Sir  John.  Come,  old  Boy,  long  Life  and  Profperity  to  thy  Family. 

Gripe.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  John.  The  Wine’s  very  good  :  Dull  it  about,  it’s - how  ?  done, 

run,  Sirrah,  quickly,  t’other  Bottle.  ££*/>.]] 

Heft.  Ay,  ay,  fincerely,  another  Bottle  will  do  well. 

Gripe,  Well,  ’ds  no  matter ;  Ha!  a  Knight  to  my  Son-iia-Law,  and 
my  Boy  married  to  a  Knight’s  Sifter,  and  a  good  Eftate,  adad,  we  will 
have  the  other  Bottle — - ,  Timothy,  fill  it  up  to  the  brim,  Sirrah. 

£ Re-enter  Timothy.]] 

Your  beft  wifh,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  And  this  to  yours,  old  Boy.  Heftor ,  oft'  with  it;  What, 
Sirrah,  wou’d  you  play  blunty. 

Heft.  No,  Sir,  let  me  alone  for  that.  L^tngs  and  Dances  f}  | 

The  Smiles  of  the  Glafs 

Invite  our  Approach, 

Then  let  us  Drink  and  he  Merry ,  Fal,  a  ra,  tal,  dal. 
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Sir  John.  Why  the  young  Fellow  has  Brains  I  fee,  they  want  only  to 
be  faithfully  rouz’d  Sirrah,  give  him  t’other  Glafs. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  he  will  be  Drunk. 

Heft.  Drunk,  no,  Sir,  tal  lara  fa  la.  \_Dances  and  Sivgs~\ 

Sit  John.  ’Tis  nobly  done  !  Well  danc’d  upon  my  Honour.  Come  Boy, 
old  Father-In-Law,  you  and  I  ^  Fal  a  ratal  dal. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day, .  my  Spirits  are  reviv’d  ;  the  Follies  of  Youth  will 
poflefs  me,  Fal  a  ratal  dal,  derum  dam.  [Heftor  Sings  andtherefl  Dance'J 

Sir  John.  Boy,  give  us  a  fprightly,  airy  Tune. 

Gripe.  I.profefs  well  done  on  all  hands.  Ha  !  Timothy . 

Ttm.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  notably.  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Now  to  your  Bufinefs,  Heftor  *,  come  along,  and,  Sirrah,  at¬ 
tack  her  with  Courage. 

Heft.  Let  me  alone  for  that,  if  I  know  not  how  to  Addrefs  a  Lady, 
then  I’m  a  Blockhead  *,  Fal  ara  tal  la.  [^Exeunt.  T 

Scene  IX.  } , 7  v 
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Enter  Courtley  and  LovewelL  \ 

Cour.  We  eafily  believ’d  you  had  been  o’er  head  and  ears  in  a  new-* 
Adventure }  but  that  GripealPs  Daughter  detain’d  you  is  fo  (Hangs  I  can  * 
give  no  Faith  t’it. 

Love.  I  wilh  ’twere  Apocryphal,  and  I  (till  at  Liberty,  or  at  lead  in  * 
a  condition  of  fufpefting  the  T ruth  of  it. 

Court.  Is  the  brave  Man  then  wholly  loft,  George  j  is  the  Bottle  and 
a  Wench  come  to  nothing  ?  Wou’d  you  rather  chute  an  Halter  than  wed . 
Fidelia  ? 

Love.  Hum — *.  • 

Court.  You’ll  remember,  1  hope,  ’tis  all  an  Enchantment 

Love .  Go  on. 

Court.  But  are  you  in.  Love,  George  ? 

Love.  Why,  kind  Fortune  wou’d  have  ic  fo,  that  we  might  ftill  be¬ 
friends - . 

Court.  Why  then  you’ll  marry  and  become  a  Husband  ? 

Love.  1  wilh  my  Stars  may  have  fo  decreed  it:  A  Man  had  better  fcs 
Sy’d  to  a  repenting  Whore,  thandive  a  Rake  at  liberty*,  ah,  my  Friend, 
we  have  both  been  Mad. 

Court.  And  the  only  way  to  prove  that  we’re  become  Wife,  is  to  br 
fenfible  that  w^  once  were  fool’d.  Hal  (he  enters  j  now,  George,- to 
your  Bufinefs. 

Enter  Melifia. 

Lqvs.  Madam,  I  have.,  indeed,  been  faulty,  much  to  my  Friend,  bust 
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jnore  to 'you :  To  forgive  fhews  a  noble  Nature,  and  fure  the  fair  Me* 
HJfa’s  Eyes  fpeak  her  a  Hranger  to  every  thing  thas’s  Cruel. 

Meli.  Revenge,  indeed,  is  the  Darling  of  a  bafe  Mind;  nor  do! 
•remember  what  was  but  the  Effed  of  Ignorance,  or  miftaken  Friend- 
Thip,  not  Defign  or  Forethought. 

Court.  So  much  Goodnefs  wou’d  o’ereomc  a  thoufand  Hearts 
like  mine g  were  Beauty  nothing,  yet  Gratitude,  Madam,  wou’d  infpire 
Love ;  Can  you  then  doubt  the  fincerity  of  my  Paffion  ? 

Melt.  ’Twixt  Gratitude  and  Love  the  Way’s  fo  long,  you  may  forget 
the  Benefit  e’re  you  come  to  the  Journies  end. 

Love.  Ay,  Jack,  were  I  as  happy  !  but  Friend/hip  ffiou’d  give  way 
when  Love  enters  the  Lilts.  [_Exit  j 

Court.  The  Reward  before  me  fpurs  me  to  the  Goal,  and  keeps  the 
Heart  from  fainting:  The  hope  of  Gain  new  Vigour  gives,  Toil  and 
a  tedious  Journey  lye  negleded. 

. Meli.  The  Prize,  whilft  by  another  fought,  or  when  afar  it  Hands, 
may  feem  aConqueH  worthy  of  Labour,  but  then  Ambition  brought 
you  to  the  Score,  or  a  weak  Judgment  made-the  Reward  fhow  double? 

Court.  Opinion  adds  or  takes  away  from  ^the  Value  of  every  Thing  ; 
and  if  1  believe  my  felf,  Madam,  happy  ia  the  -Purchafe,  doubtlefs  l 
am  fo. 

Meli.  But  a  real  and  intrindek  Worth  fecures  that  belief;  and  when 
that  is  wanting,  we  may  too  foon  become  fenfible  of  the  MiHake :  Eve¬ 
ry  Accident  brings  Surprize,  and  a  Hidden  Loft  a  weight  of  Care  that 
links  the  Mind,  becaufe  it  wanted  Forefight. 

Court.  But,  Madam,  if  1  weigh  the  Prize  beforehand,  then  I’m  fe- 
cure  ? 

Meli.  No,  Sir,  when  ’tis  fuch  as  can’t  be  known  ’till  once  poflefs’d. 

Court.  If  1  may  not  then  trull  to  my  own  Judgment,  I  mufl  rely 
upon  By- Handers  All  Men  affirm  Melijfa  Beautiful  and  Virtuous,  I 
cannot  then  in  Reafon  doubt  it. 

Meli.  It  does  not  therefore  follow  (he  is  fuch  ;  what  deceives  one 
Wife  Man  may  ealily  couzen  twenty  Fools. 

Court.  Why  then.  Madam,  we  mult  all  run  at  a  venture;  if  the  Prize 
be  really  what  it  ffiows  he’s  happy  who  Wins;  if ’tis  not,  he  mull  yet 
tisfied  with  his  Misfortune. 

Meli.  ’Tis  better  than  not  to  run  at  all  where  we  are  in  hazard  every 
way  ;  if  we  Lofe  we’rp  griev’d,  and  if  we  Gain,  the  Reward  will  per¬ 
haps  prove  a  Counterfeit. 

'  Court.  To  fit  Hill,  Madam,  when  all  the  World’s  in  A&ion,  muH  be 
attributed  to  want  of  Courage,  then  loft  of  Honour  follows. 

Meli.  I’m  glad  to  find  you  look  upon  Marriage  as  Honourable;  but 
without  that,  Honour  is  not  always  in  Danger  of  being  loH. 

Court .  Virtue,  Madam,  when  lodg’d  ia  fuch  Hands  as  yours,  indeed 
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^ics  fafe.  But  mine  is  too  weak  to  Hand  alone.  In  Charity  then  row 
I  wou’d  be  honeft,  you  ought  to  fave  me  from  a  bafe  Retreat ;  your 
Charms  have  made  Vice  ugly,  but  fhe  may  yet  return  in  Pomp,  and 
court  my  eafie  Heart  to  Love  unlefs  fecur’d  by  you. 

Enter  Sir  Nicholas  Empty. 

Sir  'Nich.  My  dear  Courtly ,  I’ve  the  worft  News  in  the  World,  the 
worft:  you  ever  heard  *,  let  me  dye  I’m  afraid  to  tell  it,  left  it  make  you 
the  moft  miferable  amongft  Men. 

Court.  NolsSir,  out  with  it,  if  it  does  not  concern  the  fair  'Mttifja, 
Pm  fix’d. 

Sir  Nuh.  Then  my  Friend,  fhe  muft  marry  Bettor,  old  GripealPs  Son. 
Let  me  dye  he  has  a  very  taking  Nam^  the  Women  worfhip  him  next 
to  Hercules . 

Court.  If  Melijfa  has  fo  decreed  it,  Sir  Nicholas,  then  I  know  the  laft 
Remedy,  which  ne’er  fails  to  remove  the  weight  of  all  our  Misfortunes. 

~5ir  Nich.  You’d  die,  I  fuppofe,  Mr.  Courtly,  I  love  that  Humour  dear¬ 
ly,  methinks  ’tis  very  Heroically  done  to  fwing  in  a  filken  Garter  for  a 
Cruel  Beauty,  and  then  to  fee  her  Tears  for  fuch  a  Misfortune.  But; 
now, .when  1  think  on’t,  if  fhefhou’d  laugh,  a  Man  is  butfcurvily  us’d 
for  lo  tender  a  proof  of  his  Paflion  *,  well,  Sir,  I’m  mightily  forry  for 
you.  • 

Meli.  My  Heart  is  yet  at- Liberty,  and  owns  no  Superiour  but  my 
Will ;  think  not  then,  Sir,  it  can  be  ftorm’d  by  Inrereft  when  ’tis  Proof 
againft  Love. 

Sir  Nich.  Ah,  Sir,  I’m  your  moft  obedient,  moft  humble  Servant, 
you  are  very  Welcome. 

Enter  He&or  and  Sir  John  Single. 

H<?ft.  Sir,l’m  your  moft  devoted, moft  obfequious,moft  humble  Servant, 
I  believe  I’m  welcome.  • 

Sir  Nich.  O  Sifter,  he  will  be  a  moft  roaring  Wit.  Let  me  die  Me- 
lijfa,  he  muft  be  happy  if  you’d  have  me  fo ;  Hall  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir, 
I’m  your  moft  humble  Servant,  have  you  brought  me  any  Letters  from 
the  Country? 

Sir  John.  Letters,  Sir,  I’m  not  a  Carrier. 

Beet.  Why,  he’s  my  Friend,  Sir,  a  Knight,  Sir,  and. to  be  married 
to  my  Sifter,  Sir.  ' 

Sir  Nich.  A  Knight,  Sir,  O  let  me  dye,  I  beg  ten  thoufand  Pardons ! 
I  was  a  Stranger  to  your  Quality.  I’m  your  moft  humble  Servant,  Sir, 
your  very - ,  let  me  dye,  your  moft — . 

Sir  John.  Hey  da  !  here’s  a  new  Fafhion  indeed  ',  ’tis  a  toil  to  be  well- 
bred  it  feems}  my  Heart  joints  ach  already,  with  this  Cringing  and 
Grimaceing — . 

Sir  Nich.  You  appear  witty,  Gentlemen,  I  wifh  your  Habits  had  been 
as  fafhionable  as  your  Heads.  Ah,  Sir,  that  great  Buff- belt. 

F  Sir 
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Sir  John.  Why",  Sir?  This  keeps  my  Sody  warm  and  firm.  When 
I  top  a  Ditch  it  preferves  my  Gutts  from  fhaking  \  look  ye.  Sir,  I  only 
ifudy  Conveniency  in  my  Cloaths.  This  young  Fellow  here  may  pafs 
for  a  Knight.  * 

Hell.  I,  Sir, and  for  fomething  more  if  you  pleafe  :  I’d  have  you  know. 
Sir,  I’m  as  good  a  Man  as  another. 

Sir  Nkh.  This  Lady  is  your  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

Hut.  Is  fhe  ?  and  1  have  not  Saluted  her - —  By  this  Light  I  do 

not  love  that  Fellow  there  \  he  looks  fufpicioufly,  and  talks  as,earneftly^ 

as  if  he  pleaded  for  a  Fortune- - -.  Look  ye.  Sir  John,  Brother* in 

Law,  will  you  kifs  her  firft,  or  lhall  I  do’t  ?  But  now  I  think  on’c  I  do  not 
know  if  ’tis  the  Fafhion. 

Sir  John.  Fafhion  ^  Was  killing  ever  out  of  Fafhion  ? 

Hell.  Well  then - •,  Madam,  you  fee  I’m  come 

Meli.  Of  a  Fool’s  Errand,  Sir. 

Hitt.  Adad,  fo’tis  jf:for  Marriage  is  the  Bufinefs*. 

Sir  John.  The  young  Rogue  will  be  a  Wit. 

Meli,  And  this  Gentleman,  I  prefume,  will  be  your  Prompter  •,  you 
have  it  may  be  a  bad  Memory? 

Heel.  Prompter  \  What’s  that? 

Sir  John.  No  matter  what  it  is,  I’m  a  Knight. 

Meli.  If  you  Lad  not  told  nTe  fo.  Sir,  I  had  ne’er  known  it. 

Sir  John.  You  have  plaguy  ill  Memories  here  in  Town  ;  a  young  Fel¬ 
low  juft  now  took  me  for  a  Poet  ^  then  I  hope  I  Ihou’d  tell  what  I  am  ? 

Meli.  And  what  are  you,  Sir?  fro  Hedtof] 

Sir  John.  Is  this  your  Cuftom  in  this  City  ?  Mull  a  Man  ftand  up  and 
give  an  Account  of  -his  Life  and  Convocation  e’er  he  can  enter  him- 
felf  a  Lover  ? 

Hell.  Sir  Brother-in- Law,  Sir  Nicholas ,  pray  Anfwer  for  me  here — 
Well,  he  do’s  not  hear  me-  Look  ye, .  Madam,  I’m  the  Son  of  a 

Merchant.  He  was  born  a  Cobler  and  bred  a  Gentleman,  became  a 
Cunning  young  Fellow.,  and  now’s  grown  a  Rich  old  Ufurer. 

Sir  John.  Well  faid. 

Meli.  That’s  your  Father’s  ChaFa&er,  not  your  own  ? 

Hell.  Look  ye,  Madam,  for  that ’tis  no  Matter,  you  may  come  to 
fcnpw  my  Conftitution  in  time., 

Meli.  Well,  Sir*  I  confefs  you  have  fatisfy’d  my  Curiolity. 

Hell.  And  adad,  ’tis  no  eafie  matter  to  fatisfie  a  Woman’s  Curiofity. 

Meli.  O  !  you  miftake  it,  Sir,  your  Air  wou’d  eafiiy  betray  the  height 
of  your  Breeding. 

Hell.  Then  why  were  you  at  the  Pains  to  ask  to  inform  your  fell  ?- 

Meli.  Only  to  keep  up  tlie  Difcourfe,.  for  fhou’d  it  once  have  ended, 
you  know  not,  ft  may  be,  how  to  begin  again. 

Hell,  Say  you.  fo5  Madam  ?  I  thank  my  Stars  Lm  not  fo  blunt.  I 

con’d 
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couM  have  ask’d  what  ’twas  o’th*  Clock,  where  fits  the  Wind,  and 
more  than  that  if  I  had  been  put  to’t. 

Sir  Nich.  And  is  your  Intereft  in  the  charming  Celinda ,  dear  Mr 
Courtly,  fovery^reat? 

Court.  I  think  I  may  aftert  it  without  Vanity. 

Sir  Nich.  And  you’ll  manage  that  Bufinefs,  with  old  Gripsall ,  for  me  ?■ 

Court.  When  you  pleafe,  Sir  Nicholas. 

Sir  John.  Well,  this  is  not  the  Bufinefs  young  Man,  I  fay  come  to  the 
Point  ;  you  know  the  Queftion  ? 

Heft.  Well,  uds  fo!  The  Queftion  is,  Madam,  If  I’ll  take  you  for  a 
Wife,  and  you’ll  take  me  for  a  Husband  ? 

Sir  John.  Zooks  Boy,  you  are  perfe&ly  out 

Heft.  Right  fegs,  very  right,  the  Queftion  is.  Madam - What. 

Sir  John,  will  you  fpeak  here?  My  Memory  has  quite  fail’d  already — 

Sir  John.  Look  ye,  Madam,  the  Queftion  is,  He  being  already  re-* 
folded  to  take  you  for  his  Wife. 

Hell.  Uds-fo !  not  fo  faft,  Sir ,Johnt  I  have  not  faid  that  yet. 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  ’tis  no  Matter  what  you’ve  faid  ;  let 
me  dye,  Sir,  l  mu  ft  be  fo  rude  as  to  whifper  in  your  Ear,  you  have  no 
Bufinefs  in  this  Place. 

Heft.  Humph - . 

Sir  Nich.  You  may  walk  downStairs,  Sir,  when  you  pleafe. 

Heft.  DownStairs;  Is  the  Man  mad? 

Sir  Nich.  O  Melijja ,  do  not  fpeak  to  him,  he’s  a  fad  Fool. 

Enter  Celinda. 

Celi.  Ah!  Mr  .Courtly,  Have  I  found  you?  You’re  an  ungrateful 
Man  *,  Was  it  for  this  1  abandon’d- - 

Court.  Hold  ?  Remember  Fool  where  you  are. 

Celi.  No,  no,  I’ll  remember  nothing. 'Sir,  you  have  us’d  me  — - 

Court.  Ceafe  your  unfeafonable  bawling;  Sir  Nicholas  is  your  Lover. 

Sir  Ntch.  O  Jupiter!  The  Charming  Celinda  here. 

Sir  John.  I  do  not  like  this  Houfe,  where  ’tis  hard  to  diftinguifh  a 
Whore  from  an  honeft  Woman. 

Meli.  I  beg  it,  Sir,  as  you’re  a  Man  of  Honour,  acquaint  that  Gentle¬ 
man  not  to  give  himfelf  the  trouble  of  paying  another  Vifit  in  this 
Place,  unlefs  he’s  refolv’d  to  find  that'Entertainment  which  fuch  an  Af¬ 
front  juftly  Merits. 

Sir  John.  Well,  I  will  not  refufe  you,  Madam,  becaufe  you  are  a 
handfome  Woman—  Look  ye,  Sir—  f Court  and  Sir  John  whifperj 

Court.  Then  all’s  loft :  MeliJJa  never  will  be  mine- —  Your  Servant, 
Sir. 

Sir  John.  Why,  there's  nothing  to  be  done  here,  the  young  Gentle¬ 
woman’s  gone. 

F  2  ■  '  Heft-, 
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Bed.  Well,  ’tis  no  matter.  Sir  Brother-In-Law,  there’s  another  as 

Good  and  as  Handfome  aS  fhe. 

Sir  John.  You  have  no  mind  to  a  Wench. 

Bed.  What  then  ?  If  Ihe  is,  I’ll  fpeak  to  her. 

Sir  John.  Thou’rt  gracious  Boy  I  find  }  but  fhou’d  thy  Father  come 
to  know  it? - 

Be  If  he  did,  what  then?  I  did  not  put  on  thefe  fine  Cloaths  for 
nothing.  I  fcorn  to  carry  an  ufelefs  Shilling  in  my  Pocket. 

Sir t  John.  Hark  ye,  Sirrah,  will  one  Shilling  purchafe  fa  fine  a  Wo¬ 
man  ?  it  frems  they  are  very  cheap  here. 

Bed.  Nay,  London  is  a  very  fweet  Place,  a  Lord  will  pay  ten  or 
twelve  Pieces  for  what  you  may  buy  next  Hour  for  a  Shilling  or  a 
Bottle.  •* 


S  W  John.  Mum,  Sirrah.  [ jheyftep  afide  to  talk] 

Sir  Nich.  Now  I’m  in  pretty  good  Order -  O,  my  dear  Courtly, 

let  me  dye  you  are  an  happy  Man  \  you  have  an  Intereft  with  the  admi¬ 
rable  Celinda  I  find. 

Sir  John.  A  Lampoon,  of  which  it  is  unjuftly  faid  I  am  the  Author,was 
the  Caufe  of  this  unlook’d  for  Meeting }  however,  Sir  Nicholas ,  I’ve  Satis¬ 
fied  her  nice  Vertue,  made  my  Peace,  and  fmooth’d  the  way  for  you. 

Sir  Nich.  O  Mr.  Courtly ,  I  fliail  expire  with  excefs  of  Gratitude - , 

Madam !  Madam  !  Let  me  dye  I’m  fo  happy. 

Cell.  I  think  my  felf  oblig’d,  Sir,  to  return  my  Thanks  for  that  Af- 
fiftancc  you  gave  me  •,  it  added,  indeed,  mightily  to  my  Misfortune,, 
that  I  knew  not  the  Man  to  whom  I  was  fo  much  indebted. 

Sir  Nich.  O,  Madam,  1  had  been  the  molt  infenfible  of  Human  kind, 
the  bafefl  of  Men}  let  me  dye,  I  had  been  wanting  to  my  felf  if  I  had 
not:  Let  me  fall  without  the  Tears  of  the  fair  Sex,  ’twas  a  blefiing 
thrown  upon  me  by  my  Stars,  That  I  Ihou’d  alone,  amongft  fo  many 
Mortals,  be  deflia’d  to  the  relief  of  fo  fair  a  Lady. 

Bed.  And  d’ye  call  this  your  Friend  ? 

Sir  John.  I  drink  it  off  after  a  long  Courfe.  fS/r  John^fz/r/  him  a 
GUfs  and  he  drink/]  whilft  my  Servants  clean  the  Dogs  Mouths  frcai 
Hair  and  Blood,  I  never  fail  to  waffi  mine. 

Bed.  A  good  Friend  fegs,  I  love  dearly  to  converfe  with  fuch  an 
one.  •  [ Drinks ] 

Sir  John.  And  this  I  call  the  St3rter.  When  the  Game  fir  ft  Ihows  it 
felf,  I  take  one  hearty  draught  of  this,  ’ds:a  good  Cordial  and  gives 
long  Wind.  out  another] 

Bed.  Let  me  fee-  — -  ’tis  main  good.  I  love  my  Starter  better  than 
our  Friend.  \_Drinh] 

Court .  I  have  the  Honour,  Madam,  to  be  the  Confident  of  his  Paffion, 
and  can  affirm  no  Man  e’er  lov’d  more  violently.  * 
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Sir  Nek  Let  me  dye,  Madam,  as  I’m  a  Gentleman  he  fpeaks  fo  well* 
that  I  my  felf  know  not  how  to  exprefs  it  in  better  Terms.  V 

Celi.  You  ftand  not  in  need  of  an  Orator,  Sir,  to  plead  your  Caufe: 

Sir  Nick  Madam,  upon  my  Honour,  I  confefs  a  Man’s  Eyes  fhou’d 
exprefs  his  Thoughts,  but  witty  Ladies  are  not  to  be  gain’d  by  Looks 
and  Sighs. 

Cell.  That  Lover  mu  ft  needs  be  happy  who  can  do  nothing  that  fpeaks 
not  powerfully  for  him. 

Sir  Nicb.  Madam,  let  me  dye,  the  fair  Celinda  is  fo  witty  a  Judge  I 
will  defpife  nothing  fhe  is  pleas’d  to  affirm. 

Heft.  Well,  (hall  I  fpeak  to  her,.  Sir  John  Brother- in- Law  ?  or  will 
you  begin  the  Bufinefs. 

Sir  John.  Not  I,  Man,  I’m  a  ft  ranger  to  the  Cuffiom. 

Heft.  Very  good- -  Look  ye,  Madam,  are  not  you  a— - ? 

Celt.  What,  Sir  ? 

Heft.  Well-wiffier  to  the  Mathematicks,  or  fo,  Madam. 

Cell.  How,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  ’Tis  an  handfome  Quean  ;  What  a  pretty  Eye’s  this?  I’ll 
have  Heft  or' s  (hare  of  her  if  it  colt  me  a  Crown. 

Heft  '.  Look  ye,  d’ye  fee,  Madam,  without  Ceremony  I’m  at  your 
fervice,  fo  is  a  certain  Friend  of  mine,  if  you’ll  go  to  a  certain  Ale-houfe 
in  a  certain  Place. 

Court.  How,  Sir?  Do  you  know  that  you  fpeak  to  a  Lady  of  Ho¬ 
nour - . 

Heft.  Honour,  Sir ! 

Sir  Nick  A  Lady,  Sir;  a  Lady,  Sir,  of- - ;  Let  me  die  a  Lady,.. 

Sir - . 

Heft.  Lady,  Sir,  or  no  Lady,  Sir,  I  hope  I’m  free  for  my  Money,, 
Sir,  fo  are  you,  Sir,  or  any  Man,  Sir  ;  what  then,  Sir  ? 

Court.  Come,  Sir,  I’ll  (how  you  the  way  to  the  Door  [fulls  Hector 
by  the  Ear J  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir  Nich. 

Heft.  O  !.  Murder  !  1  beg  all  your  Pardons. 

Sir  John.  This  ’tis  to  go  a  whoring,  Mifchief  and  the  Fleih  come  ftill 
together.  Hold,  Sir,  1  have  a  Blade  here  (if  well  handled,*,  fit  for* 
Bufinefs;  Heftor ,  draw,  you  young  Rogue  draw. 

Heft.  Ay,  ay,  uds  fo  it  will  not  cpme  out,  ’tis  glew’d  to  theScab* 
bard;  but  if  I  had  Mr  .Starter* - — . 

Sir  John.  Well,  well,  Boy,  drink  lufiily  and  fight  like  a  Lyon. 

Sir  Nich.  Sir,  let  me  dye,  Gentlemen,  what  [gives  theBottleJ:  d’ye 
mean  ? 

Court.  Hand  the  Lady  down  Stairs  to  her  Coach,  and  leave  the  refir 

to  me,  Sir. 

Sir  Nick  Let  me  dye,  Mr.  Courtly ,  a  Man  of  Honour-—  but- - - 

[ExenntJ , 
Sir. 
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Sir  John.  How!  IS  your  Friend  gone?  ’tis  bafe  to  fight  two  again# 
one.  tr 

Court.  You  Teem,  Sir,  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  one  who  wou’d  not 
draw  his  Sword  in  fo  bad  a  Caufe. 

Sir  John.  How,  Sir  !  not  fight  for  my  Friend  ?  d’ye  call  that  Honcfbr? 

Court.  He  deferves  not  that  name  who  Affronts  a  Lady  of  Honour, Sir. 

Sir  John.  Then  fhe  was  not  a  Drab  ? 

Court.  No,  Sir,  unlefs  a  fevgte  Vertue  deferves  that  Name. 

Sir  John.  Then  Boy  you  haveleen  Mad  9  S’heart,  I  fay,  beg  the  Gen¬ 
tleman’s  Pardon. 

Heft.  Pardon  !  not  I;  Will  a  Man  of  Honour  fuffer  himfelf  to  be  led 
by  the  Ears  like  an  Afs  ?  No,  no,  Sir,*-»l’ll  fight  him. 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  put  it  up,  unlefs  you’d  have  two  Enemies  inftead  of 


one. 


Hell.  Then  I’ll  fight  you  both  \  twenty  or  one  are  the  fame  to  me. 
Sir  John.  What,  Sirrah,  fight  me?  [makes  fome  Pajfes~\ 

Court.  No  Quarrelling  in  this  Place,  Gentlemen. 

Hell.  Then  let’s  to’t  in  another. 

Court.  In  the  Tavern,  Gentlemen,  try’t  there  over  a  Bottle,  perhaps 
’twill  make  you  Friends  again. 

Heel.  With  all  my  Heart,  for  by  this  good  Sword  I  muft  either  fighfc 
or  drink  now  I  have  got  it  in  my  Hand. 

Sir  John.  He’s  a  brisk  fort  of  a  young  Fellow  5 
His  Wit  and  Courage  come  on  him  by  Fits. 

Hell.  ’Tis  Wine,  you  fee,  that  Heroes  makes  and  Wits. 

[Exeunt  omnesj  1 
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Act  IV.  S  c  e  n  e  i. 


Enter  Medler  and  Elizabeth. 

MEdlsr.  You  fee  the  Plot  holds  good  :  I’m  entruffed  with  your 
PerTon,  and  by  this  Teeming  hatred  between  us,  we  are  both 
fecure.  Yet  ftill  your  groundlefs  Fears  raife  fuch  Difficulties,  I  never 
can  be  happy. 

Elina.  You  wou’d  not  be  To  by  my  Ruin :  Shou’d  a  diTcreet  Lover 
urge  To  fevere  a  Proof  of  her  he  loves  ? 

Med.  Severe  Proof  ;  s’death,  he’s  perilling  his  Papers,  Timothy  and 
he  are  (hut  up  together;  in  the  mean  time  I’m  your  Guard;  every 
thing  is  hufh’d  up  in  Silence,  and  the  rufty  Watchman  trembling  in  the 
Streets,  fhows  Night  To  far  advanc’d,  that  even  the  anxious  Lover’s 
chain’d  in  deep.  Why  then  are  we  awake  to  no  PurpoTe  ;  he  has 
Bufinefs,  let  the  Joys  of  boundlefs  Love  be  ours.  - 
.  Eliz.a.  But  Hill  you  forget  the  lofs  of  Honour,  to  break  a  Tokmn 
Vow - — .  - 

Med.  Heav’ns,  is  that  Phantom,  that  airy  Giant,  yet  between  me  and 
the  mighty  Bieffing ;  will  thefe  Gonfcientious  Qiialms  ne’er  be  recon¬ 
ciled  to  Love  ? 

Eliza.  And  ffiou’d  it  be  known.r 

Med.  ’Twould  prove  a  Sin;  but  if  it  ffiould  not,  then  you  are  In¬ 
nocent  and  Virtuous.  * 

Elina.  Then  Virtue’s  but  a  Name. 

Med.  what  elfe,  (he’s  Innocent  who’s  reputed  fuch,  and  Lewd  who:si  ! 
every  body  believes  to  be  To. 

Elina.  May  I  then  cruft  my  Reputation  in  your  hands? 

Med.  Let  my  Love  be  yonr  Tecurity- - .  Hal  the  noiTs  of  Fid- 

lers.  . 

Elina.  And  already  at  the  Door. 

Enter  Sir  John  [peaking  He&or  and  Fidlers, 

Sir  John.  I  Tay  play  on  ;  Love,  Wine,  Wit  and  iMufick,  Sioa’d 
infeparable.  .V 

Httl.  And  Courage,  Sir,  add  that,  or  Pil  draw. 

Entpr'- 
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Love  at  firfi  Sight. 


»  Enter  Gripeall  and  Timothy. 

Sir,  good-morrow  Father,  you’re  got  early  out  of  your  Bed  you 
have — .  Good-morrow,  Madam,  and  Tim.  honefl  Tim.  howdo’ft? 
tk'ou’rt  an  honeft  Fellow  Tim. 

Sir  John  I  fay  we  are  all  good  honeft  Fellows,  plain  hearted,  fociable 

Rogues - .  Hark  yc,  old  Boy,  how  go  all  Affairs  on  t’other  fide 

of  the  Line,  ’tis  a  long  Journey  thither  by  Land. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  they  are  horribly  Drunk  *,  the  Sin  of  Drunkennefs 
never  fails  to  get  Accefs  with  that  Son  of  mine.-  Elizabeth,  go*  you  to 
Bed,  I’ll  come  as  foon  as  pcffible. 

Eliza.  At  Four }  he  will  be  then  afleep  •,  let  the  Watch  be  a  Clock  to 
both,  the  reft  commit  to  my  Care.  [ to  Medler,  Exit ] 

Sir  John.  Hector .  Sirrah,  tell  the  old  Boy  how  we  fought  like  fo  many 
Polanders  *  Fellows  Arm’d  with  Head-pieces  that  were  not  Proof againft 
a  found  beating. 

Hett.  The  Watchmen,  Sir,  that’s  his  meaning  Father. 

Gripe.  How!  Lack-a-day,  you  did  not  abufe  Men  in  Authority  ?  I 
hope  you  did  not  beat  the  Conftable  ? 

'  Heh.  Yes,  we  did,  Father,  I  broke  one  Conftables  Head  and  bruis’d 
anothers  fo  unmercifully,  that  his  Accomplices  run  away  and  left  him 
tumbling  and  grunting  in  the  Channel. 

Gripe.  Lack-a-day,  Sirrah,  you’re  a  gracelefs  Rogue,  beat  a  Con- 
ftable,  Sirrah,  I’ll  do  my  King  and  Country  Juflice  upon  your  Perfon, 
i  profefs  I  will.  Sirrah. 

Sir  John.  Hold!'  I’ll  fland  by  my  good  Brother. 

Hett.  No,  no.  Sir  John ,  Brother-in-Law,  let  him  come  on,  I'm  in  • 
readinefs,  d’ye  fee,  for  him  or  any  Man. 

Gripe.  Oh  horrible  !  d’ye  remember  that  I’m  your  Father. 

EMI.  And  that  I’m  drunk,  d’ye  remember  that. 

Gripe.  Lack-a  day,  I  have  arm’d  him  to  my  own  [beats  him}  De- 

ftru&ion.  HetUr ,  Hcttov - ,  Sir  John ,  will  you  fpeak  to  him? 

the  Man’s  in  wrath. 

Sir  John.  Look  ye,  Boy,  Sirrah,  What’s  your  Bufinefs  in  this 
Place? 

Enter  Watch-jnan  in  hafte. 

IVatch ,  Bufinefs,  Sir—,  a  very  feurvy  Bufinefs,  Sir, 

HeM  Stay  you  Rogue - ,  mull  you  purfue  a  Gentleman  to  his 

Lodgings? 


IVatch . 
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Watch.  Look  ye,  d’  fee  now  ?  I  told  you  ’twas  a  Scurry  Bufinefo 
Sir,  I’m  Murder’d  innocently,  you  fee. 

Sr.  Job.  ’Sheart,  you’re  an  Impudent  Rogue.  I’ll  mend  the  Mat* 
ter  witha  a  Vengeance  ! 

Watch.  O  L - d  !  Murder,  I’m  gone. 

Gripe.  Oh  fad,  I’m  gone '  My  Reputation’s  ruin’d !  Lack-a-day, 
Lack-a-day! 

Watch.  Ay,  ay,  I  cry  your  Worfhip  Mercy.  I  did  not  fee  your 
Worfhip  before:  Your  Worfhip  was  a  Juftice  of  the  Quorum.  Your 
Worfhip’s  Son  and  this  Gentleman,  have  made  a  fweet  Hand  of  it  tc 
night.  Sir,  I’m  Kill’d,  you  fee  here.  They  left  me  dead  in  the  Streets, 
'  Sir,  and  I  purfiied  them  clofe  at  a  diftance^,  and  faw  them  here  before 
I  enter’d  your  Worfhip’s  Houfe  5  I  hope  your  Worfhip  will  do  me 
Juftice?  And  not  fuffer  a  poor  Man  to  be  flain  in  the  Exercife  of  bis 
Calling. 

Hec.  Be  filent  Sirrah. 

Watch.  Look  ye  now  Sir,  I  dare  not  open  my  Mouth  $  Is  this  the 
Way  your  Worfhip  rales  your  Family  ? 

-  Grip,  Lack  a-day !  Hettor ,  thou’rt  an  ungracious  Boy.  Mi£ 
chief  and  good  Wine  lodge  often  in  one  Houfe  :  Beware  of  Blood- 
fhed  Sirrah.  I  fay,  beware  of  innocent  Blood. 

Heft.  Ay,  ay  Sir,  Let  me  alone  for  that. 

Sir  Job.  Where’s  the  Mufick,  play-up  the  Rogues  ? 

Hett.  Louder  yet :  Come,  let’s  drink  and  he  merry.  Fa-la-rin 
fal-la  ! 

Grip.  Oh  fad  verily !  Sincerely  ?  Gad-a-mercy !  Mr.  Medler  ! 
Timothy  l  Will  you  Beat  the  Rogues  out  of  my  Houfe?  Verily  Sr. 
John - I  profefs - Begone  you  Inftrumentsof  Mifchief. 

Sr,  Job.  Why  Gripe-all,  Friend,  old  Boy  •,  Art  thou  in  Earneft  ? 
Art  thou  indeed  become  a  Cynick  ?  Will  you  Bark  at  Mirth  and 
Good  Fellowfhip  ?  Has  thy  Religion  made  thee  unmannerly  ?  ’Sheart, 
that’s  an  Infallible  Sign  of  a  Hypocrite. 

Grip.  You’ve  Debauch’d  the  Lad  Sir  John,  ruin’d  my  Reputation  1 
I’m  undone  :  Shou’d  the  World  know  the  Diforder  committed  in  my 
Houfe ! 

Sr.  Job.  Look  ye,  Hettor,  the  World  you  fee  is  the  Bufinefs Then 
let’s  be  Decently  drunk,  not  madly  fo - Here  Boys,  there’s  Mo¬ 
ney  Begone,  fly  Scoundrels.  \Exeunt.~\ 

•  Watch.  Your  Honour  fhou’d  remember  me. 

Hitt. 
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fM.  No,  no,  Sirrah,  not  a  Farthing,  there  was  no  Mufick  in 
your  'T^ad:  It  did  not  fo  much  as  Clink  beneath  the  Cane,  a  foft 
Sail  jl  Rogue. 

Sr.  Joh.  ’Sheart,  no  matter,  There’s  half  a  Crown  Sirrah,  weihall 
take  Penny  worths  of  his  Flelh  to  morrow  Night. 

Watch .  Thank  your  Honour.  Good-by’.  [ Exit. ] 

Heft.  Now  Father,  I’m  a  Good  Boy  !  I  Feck,  I  am. 

Grip.  Well,  I’m  glad  Things  are  no  worfe.  Heftor ,  Wait  upon 
Sr.  John  to  his  Bed }  for  this  Night  he  can’t  go  to  his  Lodgings 

Sr.  Joh.  ’Sheart,  I  ne’re  look’d  out  for  any-.  Were  you  in  the 
Country,  you  fhou’d  lodge  at  my  Houfe.  [Sr.  Joh.  and  Heft.  j 

going  off. !]  ‘ 

Grip.  Pray  walk  then  Sir,  if  )mu  pleafe - You’re  horribly 

Abus’d. 

Med.  He’s  your  Son  Sir,  and  to  that  he  owes  his  Safety. 

Heft.  Sr.  John ,  Adfheartlikins.  You  forget  the  Song  and  the 
Dance,  *  I’faith  you  do  :  The  Bottle  it  feems,  is  an  Enemy  to  your  ; 
Memory. 

Grip  Lack-a-day,  at  an  Hour  unfeafonable !  Heftor ,  I  fry  ’tis  Four. 

Sr.  Joh.  Well  put  in,  I  fay  the  Song  and  the  Dance.  Call  back  the 
Mufick  *  Wou’d  you  have  a  Man  aPrifonerin  your  own  Houfe  ?  I’m.  a 
True-Born Evglijh  Man,*S7r,  and  I’ll  have  Liberty  at  any  rate:  A  man 
in  this  place  is  as  Narrowly  watch’d,  it  feems,  as  a  Cat  at  Chriftmas. 
Hang  your  Cuftom,  I  fay. 

Med.  Well,  this  Humour  muft  out,  you  fee  :•  Pray  retire  to  Bed 
I'll  ftay,  and  you  may  believe  theNoife  lhall  be  as  little  as  poffible. 

Grip.  Well  I  muft  be  fatisfy  d  then,  and  rely  upon  your  Cane. 

Song  and  Vance . 

Heft.  Tim.  Canft  thou  find  a  Bottle  ?  My  Father  is  faft  afleep. 
Tim.  One  Glafs  of  his  true  Chriftian  Wine  would  make  me  forget 
my  Prayers  to  night. 

Med.  O  Sir,  by  no  means. 

Heft.  Does  any  body  afk  your  Advice  Sirrah  f 

Med.  0  Sir,  I’m  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Tim.  Indeed  Sir,  the  Key  lies  beneath  his  Head. 

Heft.  And  canft  thou  not  fteal  it,  Tim. 

Sir  Joh.  ’Sheart,  ’tis  a  good  Boy  I’ll  warrant  him.  Come,  fteal 
Sirrah,  I  fay. 

Tim 


Tim,  Fll  bring  it  to  your  Chamber,  Sir- 
Sr.  Job.  March  on  then  Boy.. 

Tim.  No,  faith  Sir,  I’m  naturally  as  fearful  in  the  dark  as  a  young 
Atheift. 

Heel.  Well  then,  we  muft  fail:  for  the  fins  of  the  Day. 

Med.  Timothy ,  wait  upon  the  Knight,  for  I  have  a  little  Affair  that 
calls  me  fpeedily  away.  ’Tis  now  almofi  five  in  the  Morning. 

[  Exeunt  Omnes.  'j 


SCENE.  If. 


Enter  Medler  Solus  m  the  Dark. 

Med.  Let  me  fee,  Whither  am  I  going,  and  what’s  my  Errant  in 
this  place?  To  the  firft  of  thefe  I  anfwer,  I  go  to  another  Man's 
Wife,  and  to  the  next  Adultery  is  my  Bufinefs.  Well,  ’tis  a  fin  they 
fay.  But  ’tis  as  true  ’tis  a  Fafhionable  one,  and  very  Natural  j  for 
every  Man  covets  what  his  Neighbour  enjoys.  Now  the  only  Quefti- 
on  is,  if  Ihe  Loves  me  ^  that  is,  if  lhe  is  in  Neceffity  at  Home  5 
For  (he  that  heartily  hates  her  Hufband,  will  infallibly  doat  upon  fome 
body.  This  granted,  methinks  I’m  fecure  $  If  file  Betjay  me,  the 
worft  of  it  is,  I  mult  fiiift  for  a  new  Lodging,  and  a  more  Hofpi. 

table  Landlady.  Let  me  fee,  the  Bed  fhou’d  be  in  this  Corner - - 

Ha  ?  He  fnores  aloud,  I’m  fafe  — •  Madam  — •  ’Sdeath,  I  can’t  find 
the  Bed. 

Eliz.  Here,  tread  foftly - Remember  my  Honour’s  at  flake? 

Med.  Oh !  I’m  already  happy - Does  he  fleep  ? 

.  Eliz.  All’s  fafe. 

Med.  Oh  I’m  tranfported !  Well  this  Adultery  is  afweet  Sin. 

Eliz.  Give  me  your  Hand  Sir  ? 

Med.  My  Heart,  my  All  ! - But  if  he  fliou’d  awake  ? 

.  Eliz.  Awake  ?  Why  you  come  not  here  with  a  bad  Defign,  Sir  ?  If 
you  did  !  Now  know  I  will  do  Juftice  to  my  felf,  and  (how  my  Eafy 
Hufband  that  I  have  a  Virtue,  Proof  againft  Temptation  ;  Hufband. 

■  Med.  ’Sdeath,  I’m  ruin’d!  This  it  is  to  Truft  to  a  Woman,  and  to 
ferve  the  Devil  ^  Shame’s  the  Reward— - For  Fleav’n’s  fake.  Ma¬ 
dam!  - - -~ 

.  Eliz.  Hufband !  My  Heart !  Hufband !  Have  you  already  forgot 
;  what  I  told  you  this  Morning  ? 

Grip.  Elizabeth ,  fincerely  what’s  the  Matter  ?  Is  it  paft  Four? 

*  r  G  2  Med. 
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Med.  By  Heav’n!  Fm  now  inevitabty  Ruin’d!  Ah  Madatif!  Can 

you  not  forgive  a  Repenting  Wretch?  Who  only  meant - 

Eliz.  The  Rogue  is  nowin  the  Net:  My  heart,  you  ever  Trailed 
that  Bafe  Man  ^  Hafte  then  and  find  a  Truth,  which  till  now  you 
wou’d  not  know. 

G  ip.  Verily  my  Faith  was  narrow.  I’ve  had  too  little  Charity. 
But  fincerely  he  lhall  pay  for  all. 

E liz.  N o vv  al l’s  fafe !  [fie  rum  crofs  the  Stage  in  his 

Night-gown  and  Slippers.! 

What’s  paft  was  only  for  our  future  Security : 

Med.  Then  I  am  free  >  I  am  Beloved !  1  fhall  yet  lie  happy  > 

Eliz.  Come,  come,  in  the  meantime  run  do  mi  Stairs  into  the  back 
Parlour.  When  you  enter,  diflemble  your  Knowledge,  and  feign  as  ' 
if  you  believed  me,  not  my  Hufband  there.  I  acquainted  him  with 
our  Affignation.  Love  will  inftrudt  you  in  the  reft. 

Med.  I  have  it,  I  fly  my  Love.  [  Runs  off.  ] 

Eliz.  The  Plealures  of  Revenge  are  inexpreffible !  A  jealous. 
Hufband  punifh’d,  and  the  Enemy  of  my  Honour  beaten  in  that  In- 
ftant  when  he  expects  the  greateft  Proof  of  Love  rewarded,  is  an 
Happinefs  too  great  for  one  Night,  and  hardly  to  be  born.  Timo* 
thy ,  Timothy  ! 

Tim.  Coming,  Madam,  Coining. 

-  ■  J| 

[  Enter  Timothy  half  Drefs’d.' ] 

Etiz.  Run  Sirrah,  your  Mafter  is  Engaged  in  the  Parlour,  fhow  i 
the  Courage  of  a  Dutiful  Servant  Fly  to  his  Aftiftance,  I’ll  calf 
more  help - 

Thu.  O  fad  !  Thefe  Houfe-Breahers  are  bloody  Rogues. 

Eliz.  This  goes  as  I  wou’d  have  it.  But  ftill  [  Runs  off.  ] 
that  Woman  is  of  her  Kind  the  moft  Miferable,  who  for  Love  of 
Wealth,  or  to  find  Security  from  Want,  throws  her  felf  into  the 
Arms  of  a  wretched  Old  Man  *  Jealoufy  becomes  the  Darling  of  his 
fecond  Childhood.  Dotage  fupplies  the  Place  of  a  generous  Love,  and 
the  weaknefs  of  his  Mind  makes  him  the  Weathercock  of  his  own 
Houfe  *  which  every  flattering  Knave  or  Paflion  turns  about  at  will. 
Honour  and  Virtue  find  no  Reward,  and  Revenge  makes  Women 
often  falfe,  whole  Inclinations  at  firft  were  truly  juft,  [  Exit.  ] 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gripeall  Solus  in  the  darht. 

Grip.  This  is  a  ftrange  World,  and  we  are  all  Strangers  in’t.  A 
man  knows  not  his  Friend  from  his  Enemy  ;  and  feldom  can  put  a 
Difference  between  the  Vicious  and  the  truly  Innocent.  I  have  been 
unjuft  to  my  Wife,  my  own  Flefh  and  Blood,  and  this  cunning 
Limb  of  Satan,  this  dark  Diftembler  Medley  would  undo  us  both 
without  Regard  to  Friendfhip,  Gratitude,  Laws  Divine  or  Humane. 

I  profefs  he  fhall'  be  feverely  punifh’d  if  he  come.  I’ll  buy  up 
Debts  againfthim,  and  he  fhall  rot  in  Prifon  Sta}^— •  Lack-a- 

day,  he  enters  — O,  I  will  change  my  Voice,  and  he  lhall  fall  into  ■ 
that  Ditch  he  digg’d  for  another. 

[  Enter  Medler.  ] 

Med.  Had  I  find  he’s  here  already.  Now  to  my  Cue —  Ah  my' 
Life,  are  you  there  ?  I’m  blefs’d  ever  beyond  my  hopes. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  how  familiar  the  Rogue  is - Hufli.' — — Tread. 

gently,  my  Dear. 

Med.  Is  the  Old  Cuckold  fecure  Is  lie  faft  afleep  > 

Grip.  Lack-o-day,  fuch  Hellilh  Language - Yes-  yes,  faft 

afleep. 

Med.  Then  I  find  bafe  Woman,  you  would  be  a  Whore  indeed. 
Know  I  wore  the  Mafk  ot  Love  but  to  betray  thy  fecret  Lewdnefs. 
Vm  thy  Hufbands  Friend,  and  for  his  fake  grieve  to  find  thee  falfe. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  what  will  this  come  to?  They  will  both  be  honeft. . 

Med.  Has.  Shame  and  Guilt  already  opprefs’d  yon  ?  Silence  indeed 
beft  pleads  your  Excufe  :  What  does  that  Woman  defer ve,  who  wcu’d. 
abufe  fo  good  a  Hufband  > 

Grip.  Is  this  the  Reward  of  Love  > 

Med.  No  :  but  in  behalf  of  my  good  Friend,  fll  ufe  you  ac¬ 
cording  to  your  Merit.  I’ll  Cudgell  the  Spirit  of  Adultery  out  of 
theFlelh,  then  lead  you  to  your  Hufband’s  Bed  covered  with  Shame 
and  Stripes.  Let  him  banifh  what  remains,  and  cure  the  Burning- 
Fever  in  your  Blood.  [ Beats  him.  ] 

Clip.  Oh!  Lack-a-day  !  I’m  your  Friend. 

Mel 
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Mcii.  Howl  Is  unlawful  Love  already  beaten  into  Friendfhipr 
The  Phyfick  it  fecms  is  goodj  and  you  muft  have  the  other  Dofe. 

[_  Beats  him .] 

Grip.  Oli  fad  Man!  I’m  your  Friend,  I  lay.  I’m  Mr.  Gripeall\  Ah 
my - Bones !  * 

Med.  That  will  not  do.  D’ye  think  to  efeape  me  in  the  dark  ? 
Tho’  you  have  chang’d  your  Voice,  you  have  not  fhifted  your  Bo¬ 
dy  too.  Are  you  become  his  Flefh  and  Blood  fo  foon !  The  Punifh- 
ment  tho’  fhall  be  yours  alone.  [  Beats  him.  j 

Grip.  Oli !  Murder  !  I’m  undone  !  Sincerely  the  Man  has  no  Mer¬ 
cy  :  I’m  Mr.  Gdpedll ,  I  fay. 


[Enter  Timothy  running  with  a  Candle. 

Tim.  Take  Courage  Sir  :  Let’s  Hand  by’t  -,  Let’s  live  and  die  to¬ 
gether  >  So  I  have  reach’d  him  one  Pelt.  [  Beats  Medler.  j 

Med.  Timothy ,  why  Timothy ,  I’m  Mr.  Medler ,  Mr.  GripealV s  good 
Friend. 

Tim.  Medler  ?  Why  Medler  ?  I’m  Mr.  Timothy ,  Mr.  GripealVs  faithful 
Servant. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day  Timothy  !  Beware,  the  Man  was  miflaken. 

Tim.  How,  Sir  ?  Affault  you  in  your  own  Houfe  in  the  dark  Sir  ?  In 
the  Dead  of  the  N  ight  Sir )  Beat  you  unmercifully,  you  cry  out  Murder, 

and  all  this  end  in  a  Miftake,  Sir? -  Come,  come, we  are  not  all 

mad.  [  Beats  him. 

Med.  Murder  !  Murder  ! 

Grip.  I  fay  Sirrah,  ’twas  a  Miftake.,  the  Man  is  wrong’d,  and  you 
are  a  Knave  Sirrah. 

Tim.  That’s  nothing  Sir:  he  has  beaten  you  out  of  your  Wits  -, 
Sir,  your  head’s  ftunn’d,  you  know  not  a  Friend  from  a  Foe  Sir,  I’ll 
maul  him  to  purpofe,  I  faith  I  will.  [Beats  hi?n.~j 

Med.  By  Heav'ns  I  find  I  muft  fight  or  be  tamely  Kill’d.  Come 
Sirrah,  this  Cane  has  Mettle  in’t  ^  you’ll  find  it  tough  and  lafting. 

[  Beats  him ,  he  bleeds.  J 

Tim.  Ah  Sir,  I’m  flain  !  I’ve  got  Death’s  Wounds  in  your  Service. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day  Mr,  Medler  !  Forgive  him  •,  the  Lad  was  mi- 
ftaken. 

Med.  Sir ,  there  was  no  miftake  in  the  Cafe,  he  faw  me  MV, 
and  would  provoke  me  Sir  -  you  were  in  the  dark  Sir,  but  I  ftood  in 
open  Light.  Maul  Quotha  ?  I  have  not  done  with  him  fo  Sir ,  it  fhall 
not  pafs.  —  -  a  y.Mi 

Tim. 


Tim.  Murder  !  Murder  ! - iS'aeath  what  had  I.  to  do  with  him — 

Courage  !  Plague  on’t.  I  fhall  ne’re  Be  fo  Fool-hardy  again,  if  I 
efcape  with  Life  now. 

[  Enter  Sir  John  Jingle  and  Hector.  ] 


Sr.  Joh.  How  now  old  Boy  ?  What  in  Arms  Gentlemen  ?  S’hart 
Sir,  I’m  glad  your  Son  and  I  were  a  Bed.  What  lay  you  to  t  ? 

Heff.  Ay  Sir  ? 

Grip.  Why  look  ye  Sir ,  ’twas  all  a  Miftake  ;  a  perfect  Miflake. 

Sr,  Joh.  You  have  been  all  drunk  my  old  Boy.  S’heart  your  pri¬ 
vate  Bottle,  a  Glafs  in  the  Corner  lias  done  the  Bufinefs. 

Grip.  That’s  a  Miftake  too  Sir.  I  profefs  this  World  is  all  mi- 
ftaken.  But  now  Hettor ,  undutiful  Hetfor,  you  were  drunk  laft  nighty 
that  was  no  Miflake,  Hettor. 

He3.  Nan  Sir  ? 

Grip.  You  beat  the  Conftable,  Hector,  and  almoft  kill’d  one  of  the 
Watchmen,  He 3 or. 

Elect.  It  may  be  fo  Sir. 

Sr.  Joh.  Well,  his  no  matter ,  you  fee  he  is  not  in  a  Killing  Hu¬ 
mour  now. 

Grip.  Sincerely  that’s  true,,  he  looks!  ike  a  Statue - -But  look  ye 

Sirrah,  when  I  think  upon  it,  you  excelled  in  Mifchief  exprefly  Sir¬ 
rah  you  lifted-up  your  Hands  againft  me. 

Heel.  Ay  Sir. 

Grip.  And  in  all  things  Sirrah,  proved  your  felf  a  Coinpleat  Rogue. 
Come  here,  my  Friend.  Afk  him  Pardon  Sirrah. 

Heel.  Nan  Sir  ? 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  Have  ye  loft  the  Senfe  of  Hearing  ? 

Heel.  It  may  be  Sir. 

Grip.  Say  you  fo  Sirrah  ?  I  hope  you  have  not  loft  that  of  Feeling 

too. 


Sr.  Joh  Nay  old  Boy,  you  fhall  not  try  the  Experiment.  If  he 
has  loft  them,  a  Bottle  will  reftore  them  again :  And  S’heart,  I  think 
it  is  a  Cheap  Purchafe. 

Med.  I  find  the  old  Proverb  holds  good  }  The  Devil  is  good  to 
his  own }  and  for  that  end  he  doubtlefs  lent  the  old  Knight  to  keep 

this  lewd  Youngfter  from  Correction - Well,  I  lhall  ne’er  fee  a 

thorrow  Mifchief  in  this  World  *,  and  if  I  had  not  fent  Celida  yefter- 
day  to  Courtly ,  I  had  deferv’d  nothing.  ’Sdeath  tho’  I’m 
often  bubbled,  and  now  am  made  a  Woman’s  Fool,  which  is  worft  of 
all,  tho’  ’tis  every  man’s  Fate.  ,  .  x  Gripe 
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Gripe.  Well,  Sir  John,  I’m  am  foon  Pacify’dj  a  lafting  Paflion 
fhou’d  be  an  Abomination  to  a  Good  Chriftian.  But  look  ye,  Sir, 
what  Entertainment  found  the  }roung  Man  from  the  fair  Lady  laft 
Night? 

Sir  John.  He  fpoke  to  her,  fhe  anfwer’d,  and  both  were  fbme- 
times  filent  ^  what  will  be  the  Event,  is  more  than  any  man  can  fore¬ 
fee  ’Sheart,  you  know  Women  are  often  Strangers  to  their  own  Re¬ 
solutions. 

Gripe.  Right  5  But  did  you  make  no  Difcoveries  ?  Did  you  not 
obferve  her  outward  Behaviour,  a  imiling  Eye,  a  ready  Difpofition 
to  Gayety  and  Mirth  :  (Sometimes  a  (Sigh,  a  flefhly  Look,  a  wiihful 
Leer,  and  a  (Simpering  fo  natural  and  in^xpreflible. 

Sr.  Job.  Gadzooks,  you  have  been  a  Pimp  Man!  I  did  not  dream 
of  any  fitch  Difcoveries,  not  I. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day  !  Did  fhe  not  cart:  a  ferious,  grav  e,  half  Melan¬ 
choly  Look  at  Parting  ?  And  inftead  of  a  formal,  dry,  cold  Courtefy, 
a  flow  Bow  or  bending  inwards  of  the  Chin  ?  That  fpeaks  a  fecret 
Friendfhip,  and  a  growing  Union?  Did  fhe  not  fometimes  negligent¬ 
ly  mention  what  was  lingular  in  her  (Shape,?  A  black  Eye,  a  little 
Foot,  and  the  like  ?  And  did  fhe  not  fpeakto? - - 

Sr.  Joh.  The  Devil,  Man.  I  told  you  I  did  not  make  any  fiich  Re¬ 
marks  :  *S  heart,  the  old  Letcher  talks  fo  Feelingly !  The  Remains 
of  a  rotten  Debauche  are  fufricient  to  build  up  a  frefh  young  (Sinner 
fit  for  the  Stormy  Sea  of  Iniquity.  But  bare-faced  Crimes  are  (Scan¬ 
dalous  in  the  Eye  of  the  World  5  and  Age  has  taught  him  the  Art  of 
cafting  a  Religious  Cloak  about  him. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day  Sir,  you  feem  offended - *  Mr.  Medler ,  Go  in- 

ftantly  to  Sir  Nicholas  Empty  s  Lodging  *  you  may  yet  find  him  a 
Bed,  the  Man  being  a  Beau.  Tell  him  I  am  not  fatisfied  in  this  Af¬ 
fair.  I’ll  have  no  Delays  5  my  Money  muft  be  paid  me  upon  fight, 
that  is,  if  his  (Sifter  is  not  this  Morning  Married  to  my  Son  Pray 
now  difpatch,  and  return  inftantly  with  his  pofitive  and  exprefs 
Anfwer.  /  '  A' 

Med.  The  event  Sir ,  fhall  inform  you  of  my  Diligence. 

Sir  Joh.  But  look  ye  old  Boy,  Is  your  own  Daughter  as  Obedient 
as  you’d  have  Sir  Nicholas’s  (Sifter  ? 

Grip.  (She  will  anfwer  for  her  felf  Sir  John  *  the  Difturbances  in 
the  Family  have  doubtlefs  awaked  her.  Timothy ,  Call  her  down  flairs  * 
and  in  the  mean  time,  Go  to  Mr.  Long-Bid  the  Apothecary  for  a 
Healing  Plaifter.  A  few  Hours  fhall  make  you  both  free  Denizons 
in  the  (State  of  Matrimony.  Set  out  together,  and  he  who  wins  the 

Race, 


Love  at  fittt  Sight. 


Race3  that  is,  makes  me  firffa  Gfhndfather,  Ihall  have  a  Thoufand 
Pounds  at  my  Deceafe.  .  5 


[  Enter  Fidelia.  ~] 

*  i  .  yyj  ’,[)  *  V *  r  *>  *r1  ’  "■  att  r  r*  ■*.  .  * 

Sir  Job .  Good  morrow  Madam,  we  have  been  talking  of  the  Hour 
of  Execution  •,  Have  you  faid  your  Prayers  >  q 

Fid.  Is  there  fo  much  Danger  in  Marriage  Sir? 

Sr.  Joh.  Look  ye  there  now  ?  I  find  Ladies  and  Seamen  never 
Pray  but  in  a  Storm — —  No  Madam,  there’s  no  great  Hazard 
in  it ;  but  we  ordinarly  fay,  when  a  Batchelour  takes  a  ‘Wife,  he’s 
gone  out  of  our  World. 

Fid.  And  indeed  Sir,  I  am  not  fufficienily  prepar’d  for  the  next 

World.  C  ’ 

Sir  Joh.  That’s  nothing  Madam  ;  you  and  I  lhall  go  hand  in  hand 
as  we  ufualiy  fay.  I’ll  teach  you  how  to  live  there. 

Grip.  Look  ye  Fidelia ,  the  Gentleman  has  been  in  the  Fafhion.  He 
has  done  his  Bufinefs  like  a  Lover.  But  now  the  Complimenting  part 
of  the  Play  being  over,  you  are  prefently  to  be  Man  and  Wife  •,  Look 
upon  him  therefore  as  your  Hufband,  and  lay  afide  your  Arguments 
and  your  Defences-,  and  you  know  not  ivhats  5  that  ferve  to  110  pur- 
pole  but  to  catch  Fools. 

Fid  Heav’ns  !  What  have  I  done  ?  Am  I  already  Miferable  ?  Has 
my  Paffive  Obedience,  and  my  too  much  Security  fool’d  me  into  a 
Misfortune  ?  The  greateft  e’re  could  befal  me :  and  from  which  I 
can  ne’re  be  again  freed  ?  Had  LoveweW s  Heart  been  as  fenfible  as 
mine- — But  I  am  too  fond-,  Love  and  Nature  are  both  my  Foes; 
And  I,  it  may  be,  want  thole  Charms  Ihe  has  bellow’d  on  him. 

Grip.  How !  Silent!  Lack-a-day!  Then  you  will  be  another  He- 
Cor  ?  You  would  be  Dumb  when  you  Ihou’d  fpeak  ?  And  talk  eter¬ 
nally  when  you  ihould  not  be  heard? 

»  ,  *  jT  -  —  r  *  ’’  —  r 

[  Enter  Lovewell  Drunk.  ] 

He's  great  who  both  of  Jfine  and  Love  partakes  : 

Tins  W  it  begets ,  and  that  an  Heroe  makes. 

A  Sober  Dnllnejs  may  be  prais'd  by  Fools , 

And  want  of  Brains  made  one  of  Virtues  Rules. 

Let  'em  preach  on ,  the  other  Glafi  gives  Health , 

■When  the  poor  beggar  in  bis  Cups  finds  jVt with  i  . 

H  '•"'1  I’th 


Love-  at  firft  Sight. 


Pth  Cold  all  Day  be  Jits ,  and  Shivering  cries. 

Want's  his  Dijeafe ,  if  not  reliv’d  be  dies. 

At  night  goes  Drunk  to  Bed ,  there  more  than  Monarch  lies . 


Love  and  Wine  ?  Egad  I  have  a  pretty  good  Share  of  both,  I  thank 
my  Stars,  yet  not  too  much  neither :  I’ve  got  juft  as  much  of  the 
one  as  ferves  to  help-  the  other.  Love  without  Wine  is  as  dull  as 
Dancing  without  Mufick.The  Soul  fickens  at  the  fight  of  the  Enchant¬ 
ing  Fair,  and  the  generous  Grape  reftores  it  back  to  Health  again : 
We  then  begin  the  AfTault  with  a  fuccefsfiil  Courage,  and  back’d  by 
a  Lufty  Bottle,  we  fight  like  Cupid’s  Heroes,  and  come  off  with 
Honour - How!  My  Knight,  are  you  again  exercifing  your  Ta¬ 

lent  ?  You  have  a  Charming  Subject  Sir. 

Sir  Joh.  I  have  fo,  Sir,  and  you  fee  I  love  to  be  doing  fome- 
what. 

Love.  ‘Sdeath  !  What  dye  call  Somewhat  ?  Is  the  Bufinefsof  your 
Life  a  Trifle?  Do’e  comprehend  it  under  that  indifferent,  carelefs, 
infignificant,  dry  Name  of  Somewhat  ?  Fidelia's  Heart  is  worth  an 
Age  of  ’Servitude  and  conftant  Toil. 

Sir  Joh.  Come  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  you  may  inftrudt  a  Fool  in  that 
LefTon.  Sheart  Sir,  keep  you  the  old  Patriarch  way  of  Loving  *,  Let 
me  alone  in  my  own  Fafhion  Sir.  / . 

Fid.  Ah,  now  I  am  doubly  loft  !  For  even  his  Faults  are  Beauties  $ 
And  vice  when  drefs‘d  by  him,  methinks  has  Charms  about  her :  Sure 
Love  feems  his  Errand,  and  yet  his  filence  keeps  that  Truth  uncertain, 
which  I  confefs  I  am  afraid  to  know. 

Grip.  Look  ye  Sir^  Let  the  Gentleman  court  my  Daughter  in  his 
own  way  ;  you  and  I  have  other  Bufinefs,  you  know  Mr.  Lovewelh 

Love.  Bufinefs  is  not  my  Defign  at  prefent  indeed  Sir. 

Grip.  No  Sir  ?  What  have  you  to  do  in  my  Houfe  then  ?  You  re¬ 
member — 

Love.  I  am  your  Friend  and  Debtor,  and  All  that,  Mr.  Gripeall. 

But  after  all,  L - d!  How  unmannerly  you  are?  A  Gentleman 

comes  to  fee  you  at  your  Houfe  to  give  you  a  Bottle  or  fo,  and  you 
meet  him  at  the  Door  with  the  unwelcome  Sound  of  Bufinefs,  endea¬ 
vouring  by  that  means-,  it  feems,  to  fright  the  poor  Man  back  again. 

Gripe This  is  indeed  the  Way  of  the  World,  Sir.  Young  Men 
borrow  Money  with  fair  Promifes,  and  then  the  Term  of  Payment 
is  as  Dreadful  as  the  Day  of  Judgment ;  and  tjie  honeft  Creditor  — - 

Love.  Is  the  honeft  Devil  that  drags  him  to  Jayl,  becaufe  he  has 
not  repayed  his  Talent  with  Intereft. 

v  Grip. 
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Gip.  I  profefs-  Sir,  it  is  well  faid :  you  have  exprefs£d  my  Mean¬ 
ing  in  few  words. 

Love.  Well,  it  is  no  matter :  you  and  I  will  be  Friends:  I  am  fo 
well  Natured  this  Morning,  I  cannot,  if  I  would,  be  angry. 

Grip.  That  is  good  indeed,  Sir.  But  as  I  was  faying  about  the 
Bufinefs.  ~ 

Love.  Hang  bufinefs,  I  fay.  You  old  Fellows  are  the  very 
Worms  of  the  Earth.  You  grovel  eternally  in  Duff,  you  have  no¬ 
thing  within  ye  but  Clay  *  Take  that  away,  you  become  perfectly 
empty,  without  Guts  or  Brains.  You  have  no  Soul;  We  are  Men, 
we  look  after  a  Nobler  Diet,  Wit,  Love,  Beauty,  and  a  Bottle.  Mo¬ 
ney,  we  leave  that  out  of  Charity  for  dull  Fools,  who  without  it 
would  be  rneer  Nothings. 

Grip.  Look  ye  Sir,  that’s  a  new  Dddtrine  :  And  no  Clergyman 
in  Europe,  Ifuppofe,  will  allow  it  to  be  Orthodox.  You’ll  find  me  no 
Canonic  Scripture  for  that  Sir.  Money  Sir  ?  Lack-a-day,  Do’e  talk 
fo  of  Money  ? 

Sir  Job.  You’re  Refolv’d  then  ?  Wilt  be  a  Bargain,  dear  Lady,  I 

fay? 

Love.  You  drive-on  fome  Smitbfield  Bargain  fiire  ?  But  if  the  Lady 
is  Expofed  to  Sale,  I’ll  offer  as  much  as  another  Man  ? 

Sir  Joh.  Look  ye  Sir,  perhaps  you  are  a  Wit,  a  fort  of  a  Creature 
that’s  to  be  found  in  this  Town,  made  up  of  Madman  and  Fool, 
with  the  Ingredient  of  a  Scurvy  Jeft  or  two,  and  the  Ornaments  of 
the  molt  Fafhionable  Sins  :  Affe&ed  Atheifm  and  an  empty  Head  are 
your  infeparable  Companions.  Poverty  and  the  Pox  are  ever  at  your 
Heels,  and  your  Harbingers  are  Smutty  Lampoons,  Monfirous  Ap¬ 
parels,  Pimps,  Runners,  Whores,  Bawds,  Bubbles,  Bullies,  Rooks, 
Rakes,  the  Deel  and  all  his  wonderful  Tribe  of  Attendants. 

Love.  Pray  where  had  you  that  fine  Character  Sir  ? 

Sir  Joh.  From  the  Prieft  of.  my  Pariih,  Sir.  But  as  I  was  faying 
you  are  a  Wit  it  may  be  ?  If  you  are  Sir,  you  may  ;nay  go  to  another 
Market:  Youlhall  make  no  Purchafe  here.  Wits  have  no  Money, 
Sir. 

Love.  Ay,  but  Sir,  Ill  give  a  Heart  that  till  now  ne’re  bow’d  to 
Love. 

Sir  Joh.  And  I’ll  give  a  plentiful  Efcate  :  Now,  fay  Madam,  who 
makes  the  Noblefl:  Offer?  « 

Love.  I  confefe  Madam,  in  the  Way  of  the  World,  Sir  John  wou’d 
be  P referral  *,  but  if  Love  be  admitted  into  the  Bal lance  — - 


^  2  Love  at  first  Sight. 

Sir.  Joh.  ’Sheart  Sir,  not  fo  many  fair  Words.  Let  the  young. 
Gentlewoman  be  Judge  in  her  own  Affair.  Say  then,  Madam,  which 
is  the  happy  Man  ?  _  * '  ~  / 

Fid.  Why  then,  Sir  John  in  Honour  *— 

Sir  Joh.  Pox  upon  Honour,  Madairf  Your  honourable  Fools 
are  the  Men  of  the  World  now  a-days.  A  Man  of  Senfe  can¬ 
not  be  Prefer’d,  there  is  fitch  a  Shoal  of  thofe  Noify  Coxcombs  be¬ 
tween  him  and  the  Bar  ^  lie  never  can  be  heard,  though  Merit  plead- 
his  Caufe. 

Fid.  Well  then  in  Reafon,  Sir  John  ;  a  faithful  Lover  and  a  final! 
Filiate  fhoukl  be  preferred  to  him  who  pleads  no  other  Merit  than 
a  larger  Fortune. 

Grip.  That  is  pretty  reafonably  faid. 

Sir  Job.  Do  ye  call  that  Reaion  ?  ‘Sheart,  I  fay  it  is  a  Womans 
Reafon,  and  a  young  ones  too  ^  but  let  that  pafs  —  The  Queftion 
is  then,  which  of  us  defervemoft  >  Hie  young  Gentleman  withont  aw 
Eftate ^  or  old  Sir  John  Single,  that  has  one  and  Love  too? 

Love.  My  paft  filence  is  indeed  my  greateft  Proof  of  Love.  To 
fee  the  fair  Fidelia  was  all  that  Heaven  to  which  I  durfl:  Afpire.  The 
old  Man  your  Father,  Madam,  indeed,  endeavoured  to  remove  the 
feeming  Caufe  of  fo  many  Yifits :  But  by  the  help  of  my  kind  Stars, 
or  my  own  Induftry  (  I  know  not  which  )  I  have  hitherto 
fhifted  off  and  delajred  my  little  Bufinefs.  That  I  am  damnably  in 
Love,  is  molt  certain  $  That  I  have  been  fo  fince  I  firft  faw  thofe 
fair  Eyes,  is  doubtlefs  ^  and  that  I  had  told  it  ere  now  (  had  I  con- . 
fulted  a  Confident  Glafsor  two)  is  a  Truth  as  unqueftionable  as  any 
of  the  former.  I  have  indeed  got  a  Providential  Bottle  this  Morn¬ 
ing  :  To  that  I  owe  the  Difcovery  of  my  Paffion,  I  wifh  it  prove 
not  too  late,  Madam. 

Sir  Joh.  Look  ye  there  now,  here’s  Wit  with  a  Vengeance  ^  The 
Man  is  Providentially  Drunk,  and  that’s  enough.  Come,  Madam, 
I.  have  faid  already,  Pronounce  Sentence  then,  and  Doom  this  young 
Fellow  to  fome  heavy  Pennance  for  his  Boafted  Crime  of  Drunken- 
nefs. 

[  Enter  Medler.  ] 

Med.  Sir,  I  have  done  the  Bufinefs. 

Grip.  I  knew  it  would  be  eafily  Accomplifh’d,  Man. 

Med.  Sir  Nicholas  is  wholly  averfe  to  the  Match,  he  would  give 
Ear  to  no  Propofals,  having  already  engag’d  himfelf  in  behalf  of 
one  Mr,  Courtly ,  -  . 

Grip. 


t 
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Grip.  Lack-a-day,  I  know  the  Man  $  my  Project  then  is  come  to 
nothing  :  I  Profefs  you  have  not  threatned  him  feverel}r. 

Med.  I  did,  Sir,  but  to  no  purpofe  y  He,  like  other  Fools,  is  wed¬ 
ded  infeperably  to  his  own  Opinion.  But  his  Sifter  is  of  another 
Humour,  ihe’s  mad  at. the  very  Name  of  Courtly •  I  obferv’d  this, 
and  pufh’d  the  Bufinefs  fo  home,  that  at  laft  fhe  yielded  your  Son 
may  be  Happy  \  tho’  indeed  he  owes  it  to  Revenge,  not  Love. 

Grip.  5Tis  no  matter  ^  where  the  Efte&s  are  good,  he’s  a  Fool  would 

confiilt  the  Quality  of  the  Caufe - De’e  hear.  Sirrah,  what  has 

been  the  Event  of  this  Embafty  ?  As  I  would  not  have  you  a  Fop,  fo 
I’de  be  loth  to  have  you  quite  out  of  Fafhion  *,  fend  your  Wigg, 
therefore,  to  Mr.  Shaver  the  Two-Penny  Barber,  and  let  it  be  made 
moderately  White,  de’e  fee?  Ill  have  that  Affair  difpatchkl  InftanN 

ty- — • 

Hec.  Ay,  Sir. 

Grip.  Lack-a  day  !  Lack-a-day !  He’s  as  fparing  of  His  Words 
and  Sentences,  as  an  old  Judge  Nodding  on  the  Bench  with  a  tedious 
dull  Plea  before  him.  Are  you  Tongue-bound,  Sirrah  ? 

Lov.  By  all  that’s  Good  in  Love,  fo  much  Goodnefs  makes  me 
Confcious  of  my  own  Wants.  The  fair  Fidelia  has  doubly  Won 
my  Heart!  Firft  to  herfelf,  and  then  to  Virtue’s  Caufe:  Could  I 
Exprefs  my  Gratitude— - - 

Sir  Job.  ’Zooks,  Sir ,  you  have  exprels’d  enough,  and  perhaps  too 
much,  Sir  you  lhall  exprefs  no  more  here,  Sir.  Sheart,  thefe  Sharp¬ 
ers  would  Rook  a  Man  out  of  every  thing. 

Lov.  I  am  not  in  a  Quarrel fbme  Humour,  Sir  John. 

Med.  Blefs  me,  Sir  !  Mr.  Lovewell  Courts  your  Daughter  even  be¬ 
fore  her  Father  and  her  Lover’s  Eyes. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day!  He  may  feduce  the  unwary  Baggage. - Look 

ye,  Sir,  you  know - ■— 

Sir  Job.  Sheart,  Sir ,  you  talk  of  knowing,  when  Gentlemen  are 
Affronted  in  your  Houfe,  by  your  own  Connivance:  Will  any  Body 
make  open  Addrefs  to  your  Daughter,  without  your  own  Confent  ? 

Grip.  By  mine -  Lack-a-day  !  You  miftake  the  Matter,  Sir 

John - - —  Sir,  I  will  not  hear  you  talk  after  this  manner  Pay  me 

down  the  Money,  Sir,  inftantly,  and  be  gone  from  my  Houfe. 

Lov.  Why,  Honeft  Old  Father-in-Law,  give  me  your  Daugff 
ter,  and  then  pay  your  felf  out  of  the  Three  Thoufands  left  her  by 
her  Grandfather,  Sir  Harry  Rich.  So  much  in  Anfiver  to  your  firft 
Command  5  and  now  to  the  fecond  5  Let  me  fee — -1  Egad,  I  will  not 
go  from  this  Houfe. 
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Grip.  Lack-a-day !  %here  will  all  this  end  ?  Am  not  I  Mailer  of 
my  own  Family?  I  profefs,  I’ll  have  the  Law  of  you,  if  it  Coft 
me  200  Pieces,  Sir. 

Sir  Job-  Law  ?  I’ll  have  no  Law,  I’ll  go  a  fhorter  way  to  work. 
Sir  ^  there  is  Law  in  this  good  Blade.  Hettor,  Draw,  Sirrah,  and 
Fight  for  your  Good  Brother.  [  Drews.  J 

Hec.  Fight  ?  Adad  not  I,  I’ll  deep  in  a  found  Skin.  [Steals  off. 

Lov.  You  fee,  Madam,  how  far  I  am  Provok’d.  That  Helped!  I 
owe  to  you,  Commands  my  Sword.  Remove  that  T ye,  then 


[Is  going. 


mine,  you  young  Jezabel. 

Lov.  Shall  I  Fight,  or  go-off,  Madam  ? 

Fid.  You  have-'iHiw  fuffi&ently  Teiz’d  the  Knight. 

Lov.  Well,  Sir  John,  if  you  carry  the  young  Lady 

Sir  Job.  If  I  ?  ’Sheart,  I  fay,  I  will  do’t,  Sir. 

Lov.  Then  expedt  to  have  your  Throat  Cut,  Sir.  Here’s  an  In- 
ftrument,  when  in  a  good  Hand,  can  make  an  early  Widdow.  [Exit. 

Sir  Job.  ’Sheart,  I  knew  by  his  Face  he  was  a  Rival  ;  Hes  a 
Scoundrel,  and  may  come  to  know,  too  late,  what  it  is  to  dally 
with  a  Man  of  Courage. 

Grip.  The  Law  fhall  have  its  Courfe  againft  him  to  Morrow.  Mr. 
JHioreJon,  the  Bailiff,  (hall  wait  upon  your  new  Lover.  Look  ye. 
Sir  John ,  put  on  the  Buff  Coat  of  Patience,  and  be  Proof  againft 
the  Bullets  of  Temptation  5  for  the  future  you  fhall  have  no  juft 
Caufe  to  fufpedl  my  Ingenuity  and  fair  Dealing.  You  lhall  fee  the 
young  Woman  Confin’d  to  her  Chamber  inftantly:  the  Key  fhall 
be  kept  by  Mr.  Medler.  I  Profefs,  I  know  not  why  you  fhould  not 
be  feverely  Chaftis’d;  Have  you  no  Refpedt  to  Duty,  you 


But  no  more.  In  the  mean  time  Sir  John ,  you  and  I  will  go  along 
with  the  Lad  Heftor.  Let  that  Bufinefs  once  come  to  an  End,  and  then 
yours  Succeeds. 

Sir  Job.  With  all  my  Heart  :  But  firft  let  your  Daughter  be  Mew’d 
up,  to  keep  her  Teeth  from  watring  on  the  next  young  Fellow  that 
comes.  ’Sheart,  I  love  to  fee  People  kept  in  Subjedtion  to  their  Bet¬ 
ters,  Come,  come,  Come  along,  fair  Lady - 


Sir  Joh.  Look  ye,  Sir,  I  am  not  to  be  Fool’d  and  Sham’d  off. 
Draw,  or - 

Grip.  Sir  John  Ur- —  Go  out  of  my  Houfe,  Sir,  I  profefs,  I’ll  call 
a  Conftable  inftantly. - Your’e  a  Strumpet!  Your’e  none  of 
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Fid,  That  Woman  s  Blind  who  wow’d  to  Mankind  tfuj}. 
They  argue  Love  to  prove  their  Violence  jiijl • 

What  ere  they  do,  it  hears  a  Jpecious  Flame, 
Theirs  are  the  Faults,  hut  we  mtifi  bear  the  Blame . 

I  tnuft  he  pleas'd ,  9tis  oft  our  Sexes  Fate 
To  follow  thofe ,  whom  mojl  of  all  they  hate . 


m 


[Exeunt."] 


act  Jth.  SCENE  I. 


[Enter  Courtley  and  Lovewell.] 


Cour.  And  fpoke  to  her  you  fay  ? 

Love.  Yes  faith,  Jack,  I  carried  the  Point  too » 

Cour.  Are  you  perfectly  Awake,  George ,  or  in  a  Dream? 

Love.  Dream !  Do  you  fay  >  Are  you  blind  Jack  f*  Do’ft  not  fee  I  am 
ftandfom  Sort  of  a  Fellow?  The  Lady,  Man,  was  perfectly  Charm'd^ 
lEgad  ’twas  impoffible  for  her  or  any  Woman  to  hold  out. 

Cour.  But  you  owe  this  imaginary  Victory  only  to  the  Bottle,  it 
may  be,  if  the  Glafs  were  Removed,  this  mighty  Joy  would  perhaps 
Vanilh— — 


Love.  Your  humble  Servant,  honeft  Friend.  I  find  Jack,  you 
want  a  Companion  in  Mifery  -,  Melijfa  and  you  are  at  Odds,  and  I 
am  forry  for  it:  But  Ifaith  Tis  not  Neighbourly,  I  fay  Jack,  to  wifli 
the  fame  Misfortune  to  your  honeft  Fellow  Lovewell.  If  I  am  not  re¬ 
ally  Happy,  yet  to  believe  otherwife  were  to  be  miferable  indeed. 

Cour.  To  think  your  felf  happy,  whilft  indeed  you  are  not  fo, 
removes  all  Care,  and  fore-thought,  by  which  you  lhould  feeure  the . 
Blefting  or  prevent  your  Lofs. 

Love.  Well  Jack,  the  Sum  of  all  this  is.  I  talk  like  an  happy 
Lover,  and  thou,  like  a  Philofopher,  becaufe  thou  art  Unfortunates 
Let  me  enjo}?-  my  prefent  Pleafure  *  and  look  ye  my  Friend,  becaufe 
[  hate  Ingratitude  for  your  good  Advice,  you  lhall  have  my  good 
Lillies  when  I  am  Sober. 

Cour.  And  that  thoumayft  fuddenly  be  fb~~5Tis  a  Powerful  Reme-  - 

[y  againft  the  Fumes  of  Wine.  Come  — —  Away - By  Heavfo; 

/■ou  fhall. 

Love.  Look  ye,  I  ccnfels  I  have  had  a  Bottle  this  Morning,  butJU 
lope  you  would  not  think  me  Drunk  ,  kis  only  Joy  Man,  Pure  Rap- 

pture/. 
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ture  !  Extafy  Jack,  nothing  elfe,  upon  my  Honours  But  to  humour 

thee,  becaufe  thou  art  an  honeft  Fellow - Ha!  ’Tis  cold  as  Death. 

[  Lover? ell  drinks.  ] 

Cow.  So  I  would  have  it. 


Love.  My  Blood  is  Chill’d  aud  frozen - Methinks  I  feel  fome- 

what  about  my  Heart,  as  if  Nature  ftrove  to  new  Mould  her  felf ! 
My^Senfes  range  themfelves  into  a  new  Order,  every  thing  feems  re- 
ftor’d  to  a  new  Vigour,  and  I  am  not  the  fame  I  enter’d. 

Court.  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee  plain  Lovewell  again.  You  wander’d 
in  the  Clouds  juft  now. 

Lov.  That  I  have  been  a  W anderer,  I  am  ready  to  ackowledge, 
but  where  I  have  been,  or  what  I  have  been  doing,  Devil  take  me 
if  I  know  ! 

Court.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lov.  What  was  the  Subject  of  our  laft  Difcourfe  ? 

Court.  Have  you  already  forgot,  that  you  have  feen  the  fair  Fide - 
Via  ?  And  that  you’re  an  Happy - - 

Lov.  Hem. 

■Court.  That  you  own’d  it  before  her  Father  and  Sir  John  Single  ! 
Nay,  to  compleat  your  Happinefs,  that  you  Teiz’d  the  Old  Knight 
by  her  own  Confent. 

Lov.  May  I  believe  it  for  a  certain  Truth  ?  Am  I  indeed  fo  ve¬ 
ry  Happy  ?  Has  Fidelia  been  indeed  fo  very  Kind  ? 

Court.  So  you  Swore  juft  now,  George. 

Lov.  Let  me  fee,  I  do  remember  ( tho’  imperfectly  )  that  I  went 
from  a  private  Cabal  to  GripealVs  Houfe,  that  I  faw  the  Charming 
Fidelia ,  that  I  jhoke  to  her,  and  fo  forth.  But  what  was  the  Event, 
Good  or  Bad,  is  yet,  it  feems,  a  Queftion - 

Court.  Is  the  Happy  Lover,  he  that  was  fo  well  allur’d  of  his 
Miftrelles  Favour,  dwindled  into  a  Doubtful,  Anxious  Pretender? 

Lov.  Stay -  You  lay  I  Iworeto’t  ? 


Court.  Molt  Heroically. 


-  Love.  Then  it  is  certainly  true.  I  need  no  other  Proof,  for  you 
know  Jack,  I  Icorn  to  be  a  Knight  of  the  Poll:, 

Cow.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  to  rid  thee  of  thy  Pain.  Know  I 
am  not  a  Stranger  to  thy  good  Fortune  ^  My  Servant  told  me  you 
were  gone  to  Gripealls  ^  I  polled  him  immediately  thither,  and  at  his 
Return  (which  was  a  little  before  you  enter’d)  I  was  inform'd  of 
the  whole  Adventure. 

Love.  ’Sdeath  Man,  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  perhaps  I  am  in  the 
Clouds  ftill— -But  may  I  believe  what  you  have  Affirm’d  ? 

Cow, 
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Corn .  I  am  your  Friend,  and  as  Rich  Ill  fhoiv  an  Implicite  Faith, 
Ill  _  take  it  upon  your  bare  Affedtion  :  Fidelia  will  be  yours  — — 
I  think  the  may  be  yours  - — 

Love.  Good.  But  how  Man?  I’m  divided.  I  have  been  another 
Man  to  day :  Now  I’m  my  felf  again.  Inform  my  Judgment.  Let 
my  Thoughts  and  Adtions  be  coherent,  and  teach  LoveweU  Sober,  to 
finifh  what  Lovewell  Drunk,  fo  happily  has  begun. 

Cow.  Know  then  your  Miftrefs’s  Father  is  gone  to  wait  upon  Me- 
UJfa,  who  is  now  about  to  throw  her  felf  away  upon  the  worft  of 
Fools  :  Sir  John ‘and.  He  Si  or  are  likewife  abfent  ^  and  Fidelia  is  a  Pri~ 
foner.  Medler  is  appointed  Jay  lor  •  you  may  guefs  at  the  ref!. 

Love.  I  have  no  time,  Jack,  to  Mourn  thy  Misfortune^  I  am  in  fo 
much  Hazard  ray  felf.  But  fhould  the  Villain  prove  Obftinately 
Faithful.  . 

Cow.  Fidelia  is  a  Virtue  unknown  to  Villains,  nay  even  to  Vice  it 
felf,  they  are  not  Conftant,  and  Court  Damnation  in  a  Thoufand 
Forms :  Can  Villany  be  Proof  again!!  the  Charm  of  Money  ?  When 
Virtue  fo  often  proftitutes  her  Darling  Daughter  ? 

Love.  Right!  Every  Sentence  ihall  be  back’d  with  Gold  *  and  when 
I  fee  his  Soul  upon  the  Wing,  Ill  throw  the  Lure  before  him. 

\_  Takes  out  a  Bagg .  ~| 

This  !  This!  My  Friend,  will  make  her  Jay  lor  {loop,  and  then  the 
Panting  Bird  will  fly  away. 

Court.  In  the  mean  time,  Ill  to  Mslijfa1  s  Lodging  ^  I’m  bound  i* 

Honour  to  prevent  her  Brother's  Marriage  with  Cclinda ! - -  I’ll 

fee  that  Cruel  Fair  for  ever  loft,  for  while  there’s  room  for  Hope, 
I  can't  ftay  away  5  that  done,  Ill  feek  a  Noble  Death  in  Foreign 
War  j  my  only  Comfort  is,  That  you,  my  Friend,  will  be  Hap¬ 
py* 

Lov.  What  ?  You’ll  go  Fight  for  the  Dutch  ?  Death,  Man!  Has 
a  Melancholly  Madnefs  feiz’d  you?  Will  you  turn  Knight  Errand  ? 
Sit  beneath  a  lonefome  Shade,  like  a  Romantick  Lover  ?  There 
Dream  Melt  (fa  in  a  Rival’s  Anns,  Doat  on  the  diftant  Noife  of  Pur¬ 
ling  Streams,  the  Ruffling  of  the  Winds  among  the  yielding  Boughs, 
and  then,  Jack,  when  Hunger  calls  aloud,  get  up  aud  Fight  the 
neit  By  comer,  or  fellow  Madman,  that  under  the  fpecious  Name 
of  Love  and  Courage,  you  may  Rob  his  Portmantua  to  Satisfy  an 
Empty  Stomack?  Well,  Adieu,  my  Friend. 


\ 
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SCENE  n. 

[  Enter  Sir  Nicholas  and  Meliffa.  ] 

Melif.  Tis  all  in  vain,  Sir  Nicholas ,  Mr.  Courtly  is,  at  beft,  but  a 
very  lew’d  Perfon  ^  a  bafe  Man,  that - 

Sir  Nich.  Ho\d,MeUJfa-,  Let  me  Die,  Mr.  Courtly,  Zauns,  he’s  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  of  fomuch  Honour  and  Merit.  Upon  my  Soul,  I  could — — 

Mclif.  Come,  Sh\  you  muft  not  Swear  in  his  behalf,  I  have  al¬ 
ready  told  you  my  Refolution,  I’ll  never  marry  him-,  nay,  Fll 
choofe  to  die  a  Maid  firft. 

Sir  hich.  Die  a  Maid  ?  Oh  Horrible  ! 

Melif.  I’d  rather  live  to  Old  Age,  be  the  Table-talk  of  every  Com- 
*pany  •,  Have  juft  as  much  Wit  as  ferves  to  keep  my  Tongue  going, 
and  make  me  troublefome  to  my  Acquaintance  •,  Rail  at  Mankind, 
and  yet  be  thought  a  fecret  Lover  of  the  whole  Sex,  and  of  Fools 
in  particular 5  Paint,  to  conceal  the  Furrows  made  by  time ;  nay, 
which  is  worfe,  when  I  would  talk  and  be  Gay,  be  oblig’d  to  an 
eternal  Silence  and  a  dull  Face,  to  hide  a  Sett  of  Mouldy,  Rotten 
Teeth, 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  Die,  Meliffa ,  you  talk  fo  ftrangely  ! 

Melif.  In  fhort,  Sir,  I  am  fix’d,  nothing  can  alter  me.  Would 
you  plead  that  man’s  Caufe,  whofe  Alliance  would  Affront  your 
„  Houfe,  and  bring  my  Virtue  in  Queftion  }■ 

Sir  Nich.  And  will  you  Marry  that  Over-grown,  Lumpifh  Yotmg 
Fellow  ;  The  very  Reverfe  of  a  Wit.  The  Antipode  of  Senfe.  Let 
me  Die,  his  Wigg  fmell’d  Yefterday  like  a  Tallow-Chandler. 

Melif.  I  confefs,  I  do  not  Love  him. - But  to  be  Reveng’d  of 

Courtly ,  I  could  Marry  any  Man,  and  that  Lumpifh  young  Fellow 
fooner  than  any  other,  becaufe  he  believ’d  him  a  Rival,  from  whole 
Addrefs  he  had  nothing  to  fear. 

Sir  Nich.  Then  I  muft  lofe  Celinda  ?  I  muft  muft  be  Unhappy* 
muft  I,  upon  my  Soul,  be  Miferable  ?  Haye  you  no  Regard  to  a. 
-Brother’s  Life  >  f 

Melif.  None,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  And  muft  I  lofe  Celinda?  Will  you  throw  my  Life  a- 
way  >  Will  you  procure  to  your  felf  the  Hatred  of  all  the  Witty 
Ladies  in  Town  >  Muft  I  die.  then  ? 

Melif 
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Melif.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Sir  Nich.  Can  you  be  fo  Cruel  >  Let  me  Die,  ’tis  not  Poflible. 
Could  you  hear  my  Mournful  Elegy  Sung  by  the  Weeping  Ladies, 
and  my  Lamentable  Exit,  Egad,  Hawk’d  through  the  Streets  for  an 
Halfpenny  $  and,  in  a  Week  or  two,  have  it  Pinn’d  upon  the 
Walls  of  every  fhe  CofFee-Houfe,  and  Bandy  Alehoule,  like  an  Al¬ 
manack,  to  be  read  by  Whoring  Grooms,  and  Drunken  Porters  > 
What  would  the  World  fay! 

Melif.  There’s  one  Fool  Dead.  That’s  all. 

Sir  Nicb.  Is  that  all,  indeed  }  I  fhall  have  a  good  mind  to  live 
then.  But  you  will  Marry  Mr.  Courtly  ? 

Melif  No,  Sir.  '  . 

Sir  Nich.  Then,  Egad,  I  will  die.  '  Ah  Celhida !  That  Dear, 
Charming  Name  keeps  back  my  Polling  Soul,  my  Dying  Accents 
fhall  Proclaim  my  Love,  and  no  Hero  e’re  gave  up  his  Life  upon 
the  Stage  with  fo  little  Regard  to  another  World.  Oh  Celhida  /— • 
Well,  Zauns,  I  will  Die. 

Melif  Some  body  knocks  at  the  Door  }  if  [  Knocking 

you’re  found  in  this  Pofture,  your  Reputa-  within.  ] 

tion  is  loft  for  ever. 

Sir  Nich.  Well,  now  I  think  on’t,  Wits  are  [  Puts  up 

no  Heroes.  v  his  Sword.  ] 

[  Enter  Sir  John  Single,  Gripeall,  and  Heftor.  ] 


Grip.  Look  ye,  Madam,  I  am  inform  d,  by  my  Friend  who 
waited  upon  you  this  Morning,  of  your  Gracious  Inclinations  to¬ 
wards  my  Son  here,  a  very  deferving  Youth,  and  who,  by  your 
Prudent  Counfel,  may  come  to  Equal,  if  not  Exceed  his  Father's 
Merits  :  I  have  therefore  brought  along  with  me  this  Honourable 
Gentleman,  who  is  to  be  my  Son-in-Law,  a  Knight,  Madam,  that 
he  may  be  a  Witnefs  and  Partaker  of  our  mutual  Joys,  and  fee  that 
Match  concluded,  upon  Terms  not  unknown  to  your  Ladyfhip,  and 

your  Ladyihips  Honourable  Brother  - tie [l or.  fpeak  for  your 

le If,  with  as  much  Retorick  as  I  have  done. 

Heff.  Ay.  Father. 

MeliJ.  Tam  no  Stranger  to  the  Young  Gentleman’s  Merits,  and  that 
I  am  refolv’d  to  take  him  for  my  Hulband,  is  fiinicient  to  Evidence 
that  Opinion  I  have  of  him. 

Grip.  Lackra-day,  Madam,  I  am  your  very  humble  Servant  — 
Will  you  (peak.  Sirrah,  as  I  do  ? 
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Heft..  Ay,  Lack-a-day,  Madam,  I  am  your  very  humble  Servant- 
Will  you lpeak,  Sirrah,  as  1  do? 

Grip.  O  fad!  Verily,  he’ll  fpoil  all  !  I  profefs,  he’s  a  perfect  Block¬ 
head - Look  ye,  Madam,  Modefty,  and  Excefs  of  Joy  Confounds 

die  Lad ;  He  is  Balhful - -  Speak,  I  fay,  Hettor,  to  the  Pur- 

pofe. 

Hell.  Look  ye.  Madam,  Modefty,  and  Excefs  of  Joy - -  Right,. 

or  not,  Father  > 

Grip.  Very  well  faid  !  Go  on,  Boy. 

Heel.  Confound  the  Lad,  Madam. 

Grip.  Oh,  Abominable! 

Heft.  Uds  fo,  then  (peak  your  felf.  You  think  no  body  has  Wit, 
tinlefs  it  come  from  your  Head,  and  but  a  very  little  on’t  then, 
it  feems. 

Grip.  Truly,  Madam,  the  Young  Man  is  Tranfported  \  Sincerely, 
Madam,  ’tis  mere  Tranfport. 

Sir  Joh.  ’Sheart,  Madam,  nothing  elfe  •,  I  can  witnefs  it,  upon 
occafion  *  He  can  Drink  and  Fight  like  any  Janizary  of  ’em  all. 

Grip.  Ob,  Monftrons  1 - He  means,  Madam,  in  very  Good 

Company,  and  in  an  Honourable  Caufe. 

Sir  Job.  ’Sheart,  Sir,  I  mean  in  any  Caufe,  Good  or  Bad,  the  Boy 
will  Fight  it— 

Grip.  Rather  than  be  put  upon,  Madam ;  [  Winks,  and  makes 

He’ll  fuffer  no  Indignity  from  any  Man.  [Signs  to  Sir  John. 

So  Sir  John  would  Word  it,  Madam. 

Sir  Joh.  ’Sheart,  ’tis  fo,  in  Good  Company,  and  in  an  Honoura- 
Caufe,  and  fo  forth,  Madam. 

Hell.  And  put  upon,  and  fo  forth,  Madam. 

Grip.  Look  ye,  there,  the  Young  Man  {hews  fome  Confidence  al¬ 
ready,  tho’  he  is  not  yet  arriv’d  to  Senfe. 

Sir  Nicb.  What  a  Shoal,  let  me  Die  !  What  a  Neft  of  Fools  there 
is  >  The  Air  is  Infected  with  ’em,  Fgad *  ’tis  fo  fickly  and  unwhole- 
iome,  I  fhall  certainly  faint,  if  I  ftay  in  this  Room- - 

f  Enter  Courtly.  ] 

Ha*  My  Dear  Courtly  !  Look,  my  Friend,  what  a  Batch  of  Fools 
Meliffa  has  got  about  her,  there’s  no  Place  here  for  Men  of  Senfe  ! 

Court.  The  Lady,  Sir,  will  be  in  the  Fafhion - Heavens  f  Is 

her  Soul  fo  low,  that  to  advance  her  own  Character  (like  fome  Home¬ 
ly  Lady  who  lhuus  to  fit  in  the  fame  Box  with  a  Beauty  )  (he  muft 

tbruft 
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thruR  in  among  the  Common  Herd  of  Fools,  that  file  may  appear 
with  more  Advantage  ?  ‘ 

Sir  Joh.  \Sheart,  there’s  a  Rival  in  every  Place  !  This  Fellow’s 
Face  fpeaks  him  a  Lover. 

Grip  Vis  no  matter,  the  Lady,  you  fee,  Rands  for  us. 

Covit,  And  to  no  purpofe,  you  fay  > 

Sit  Rich.  Let  me  Die,  Sir,  I  us’d  all  the  Arguments  Wit  and 
Friendihip  could  Infpire  j  Egad,  I  was  ready  to  lofe  my  Dear  for 
very  Grief,  Mr.  Courtly. 

Court.  Well,  I’ll  fee  her  Married,  however  ^  nay,  I’ll  wifli  her 
Happy  in  her  Choice  too  — -  Madam,  I  come  not  to  Plead  my  Ex- 
cufe  and  Innocence.  I  know  Dm  already  Doom’d  to  a  fevere  Punilh- 
ment,  tho’  unheard  — But  to  hate  the  poor  Offender,  is  Cruelty  not 
Juftice. 

Melif.  Then  Sir,  I  (hall  wholly  forget  you.' 

Cmtr.  That’s  yet  worfe,  Madam  ^  the  Memory  of  paR  Service  ought 
not  to-  be  wholly  forgot :  becaufe  I  have  been  once  Faulty,  or  rather 
thought  fo. 

Melif.  He  that’s  found  Guilty  of  fo  much  Bafenefs,  fhould  not  W 
again  truRed  •,  nay,  his  former  Services  are  much  to  be  fufpe&ed. 

Cow\  May  not  Repentance  attone  for  that  one  Fault  ? 

Melif.  To  cover  one  Weaknefs  with  another,  is  no  Proof  of  am 
Amendment. 

Cour.  To  be  afham’d  of  what  was  ill-done,  is  a  Virtue,  not  a  Weak¬ 
nefs  of  the  Mind. 

Melif.  To  be  capable  of  fo  many  Changes  from  good  to  bad,  then 
back  again  to  good,  is  no  Aflarance  of  his  ConRancy.  Is  he  not 
capable  of  returning  to  the  Bad  at  laR  ? 

Cour.  When  Vice  Rands  at  a  diRance,  and  with  a  Shew  of  Honour 
or  of  Noble  Pleafures,  Courts  us  to  embrace  ^  We  can’t  well  reliR* 
Becaufe  lhe  afiaults  us  under  Virtues  Colours.  When  we  have  en¬ 
joy’d  her,  we  become  indeed  fenfible  of  our  Error,  defpife  the  Cheat, 
anchthen  return  to  our  old  MiRrefs,  fortify ’d  by  Loffes,  againfl  Tem¬ 
ptation  :  What  was  before  Implicite  ConRancy,  becomes  a  well-  • 
grounded  Loyalty,  and  incapable  of  being  Seduc’d,  unlefs  we  Banilh 
Keaton  from  our  BreaRs  —  In  fhort,  Madam,  no  man  can  be  fo  tru¬ 
ly  Virtuous  as  he,  who  has  been  throughly  acquainted  with  Vice, 
and  the.  Road  to  Perfeverance,  is  in  my  Opinion,  by  the  way  of  In— 
conRancy. 

Melif.  Then  every  man  may  be  witty,  by  being  firR  an  errant  Fool  ? 


Courts 
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Conn  A  broken  Bone,  if  well  Cur’d,  becomes  the  flrongefl.  Tern- 
peftuous  Seas  endure  the  former  Strand.  And  a  dangerous  Voyage 
friglitens  the  fearful  Merchant  from  a  Second. 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  die,  Melijfa ,  you  are  Cruel  even  to  a  Fault.  Read 
Grand  Cyrus,  Cleopatra ,  Caffandra ,  Pharamond ,  and  all  thole  line  Pieces 
of  Wit  and  Gallantry.  .Egad,  not  a  Lady  of  ’em  all  holds  out  fo 
long. 

Melif.  Well,  of  all  Creatures  in  the  World,  a  Lover’s  the  inoff: 
Naufeous:  I’ll  fwearl  could  be  heartily  Angry  ^  but  now  I  think  on 
it,  I’ll  laugh  at  you  both.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hctt.  Ha, ha,  ha!  A  fine  Jeff  now,  if  I  knew  what  it  were. 

Sir  Joh.  A  blockhead.  ’Sheart,  you  fee  he  might  be  a  Courtier. 
The  young  Rogue  can  turn  himfelf  into  any  Shape,  and  Fawn  like 
a  Spaniel:  Nay  he  can  laugh  too  at  a  Jefb  he  does  not  hear,  that 
thofe  who  Hand  at  a  greater  Diftance  may  believe  him  one  of  the 
Party,  and  vers’d  in  the  Intrigue. 

Grip.  The  Ladmajr  become  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace,  Sir  John. 

Heft.  Ay  Father  ? 

Grip.  Lack*a-day,  he’s  grown  Brilk  upon  the  Matter  too. 

Heel.  Ay  Father! 

Grip.  Well  Madam,  you’re  Refolv’dto  take  the  young  Man  for  bet¬ 
ter  and  for  worfe  > 

Melif.  By  -all  means  Sir. 

Grip.  I  profefs  the  Woman  is  Cheerfully  bent  upon  him. 

He&.  Adad  that’s  Good  !  Father,  fay  on. 

Grip.  Ay  Boy.  I  may  then  call  the  Lawyers,  Madam  >  Let  the 
Papers  be  nrft  difpatch’d,  and  then  proceed  to  the  Ceremony  of  the 
Church  > 

Melif.  When  you  pleafe  Sir  ^  Ha,  ha,  ha - -Well,  Revenge  is  a 

PalTion  fo  fweet,  I  inuft  laugh  at  the  Poor  Man. 

Cour.  You’re  always  Refolv’d  to  be  in  a  Laughing  Humour  it  f°.ems. 

Melijf.  Why  Sir  } 

Cour.  Becaufe  y ouil  keep  a  Fool  eternally  about  you  > 

Melif.  To  pleafe  my  own  Humour,  not  yours  Sir. 

Cour.  ’Tis  a  dangerous  Humour  that  is  not  to  be  fatisfoed,  but  with 
the  Lofs  of  your  Reputation. 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  die,  Mr.  Courtly ,  upon  my  Honour,  I  {peak  my 
Sentiments,  that  fuch  a  Mean  Rafcally  Coxcomb  Ihou’d  difgrace  the 
Antient  Family  of  the  Emptys,  is  perfectly  Intolerable. 

He$.  A  Rafcally  fellow  Sir  > 

Sir  Nich.  Ay,  Let  me  die  a  Rafcally  Fool  Sir. 

Beg. 
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Heft.  Difgrace  the  antient  Family  of  the  Empties  > 

Sir  Nich.  Egad  difgrace  ’em  Sir. 

5  Job.  So  Sirrah,  fpeak  home  to  him - Look  Manfully.  ’Sheart, 

111  bear  you  out. 

Heft.  Is  perfectly  intolerable.  Do’e  fay  fo  Sir  > 

Sir  Nich .  Let  me  die  Sir,  I  fay  fo.  Such  a  mean  Rafcally  Fellow 
as  you  are,  will  difgrace  my  Family. 

Heft.  That  may  be  Sir,  who  knows  > 

Sr.  Job ,  ’Sheart.  you  are  a  Coward  Sirrah,  I  fay  Sir,  he  adds  Ho¬ 
nour  to  your  Houfe,  becaufe  he’s  Ally’d  to  me. 

Sr.  Nich.  Well  Sir.  Let  me  die !  It  may  be  fo. 

Sir  Job.  ’Sheart,  ’tis  perhaps  feafonably  Confefs’d  Sir. 

Heft.  Ay  Sir,  feafonably  Confefs’d,  and  fo  forth  Sir. 

Cow.  What  Sir  > 

Heft.  Nothing  Sir.  Adad,  nothing  in  the  Earths 

Sir  Joh.  Look  ye  Sir,  the  young  Man  means  no  Harm*.  ’Sheart, 
Sir,  no  Harm. 

Cour.  Heav’ns!  Will  you  give-up  your  Perfbn,  your  Reputation, 
and  Plentiful  Eftate  (  your  Heart,  I’m  fure,  you  can’t  beftow )  into 
the  hands  of  thofe  who  are  not  capable  of  Defending  themfelves,  or 

of  Refenting  Injuries,  tho’  ne’re  fo  plain - ’Sdeath,  a  very  Sett  of 

Cowards. 

Melijf.  You  grieve  my  Misfortune  perhaps,  Sir  ? 

Cour.  Yes,  tho’  you  are  Infenfible  of  mine.  _> 

Melijf.  Then  I  am  yet  happier  than  I  was.  For  now  you  feel  a 
double  Pain.  But  now  I  think  on’t,  I  would  not  be  too  Gruel,  I’d 
have  you  Mourn  your  own  Misfortune,  not  mine. 

Cour.  By  Heav’ns !  I  will  endeavour  to  do  fo  for  the  future,  rather 
than  be  an  eternal  Slave.  I’d  ftab  that  Heart  that  owns  fo  ill  a  Mi- 
ftrefs.  ’Sdeath,  methinks  that  Ihould  work  my  Cure  to  fee  a  Fool 
preferr’d. 

Melijf.  O  &V,  you  are  ferious,  I’m  otherwise  difpos’d  at  prefent— 
JuJl  fo  the  Panting  Shepherd  Lay ,  [  Sings.  1 

Heft.  Fal - ara  Tal — -Dal. 


Melijf.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  You  fee  Sir,  how  exactly  his  Humour  is.  fitted 
to  mine? 

x  Sir  Job.  Well  done,  Sirrah.  ASheart,  well  done. 

Heft.  Fal —  ara  tal  dal. 

Cour.  I  would  Laugh  at  my  own  Weaknefs  and  at  hers  but  then 
fo  many  Charms  attack  my  Heart,  and  melt  me  into  Love:  my  An¬ 
ger  piuft  be  gone,  Sdeath,  *  am  a  Fool,  a  downright  Slave.  I’m 

•  .  Chain'd! 
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Chain’d  !  See !  Ole’s  a  perfedt  Libertine,  and  Laughs  at  my  Bondage  ! 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  die,  Mr.  Courtly ,  I  am  forry  for  your  Misfortune. 
Egad,  tho5  I  hope  you  are  ftill  my  Friend.  This  day  you  promis’d 
I  Ihould  be  happy  in  the  Pofiemon  of  the  Admirable  Celinda, 

Mclif.  How,  Sir  Nicholas ,  de’e  know  that  bafe  Woman  ? 

Sir  Nich.  Oh  Blafphemy  !  Let  me  die,  Melijfa - Mr.  Courtly , 

Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ?  A  bafe  Woman !  Egad,  file’s - • 

Mclif.  Hold,  Sir,  let  the  Gentleman  give  you  her  Character. 

Sir  Nich.  W ell,  do  fo,  Mr.  Courtly. 

Court.  She’s  a  Commoner. 

Siojoh.  ’Sheart,  a  lhort  and  fubfiantial  Account  of  the  Lady. 

Sir  Nich.  Ah,  Sir ,  let  me  Die,  Pm  ready  to  faint :  The  fair 
Celinda  a  Commoner!  Egad,  Mr.  Courtly,  you  have  loft  your  Wits. 
Let  me  die,  Fm  lick. 

-  Heft.  De’e  fee,  Sir  John ,  Brother-in-Law%  the  Gentleman  is  in 
Danger.  Where’s  Mr.  Starter  ?  Adad  a  little  Brandy  would  do  very 
Well. 

Sir  Job.  \Sheart,  my  Friend  and  Mr.  Starter  (  like  the  Gentleman  | 
there  )  have  loll;  their  Wits.  You  drink  it  all,  Sirrah. 

Heft.  Adad,  that’s  very  hard. 

Sir  Nich.  Well  then,  Melijfa  ;  Let  me  die,  you  are  in  the  right; 
Mr.  Courtly ,  Egad,  does  not  deferve  a  better  Fortune  than  he  now 
Enjoys. 

Court.  Are  thefe  Virtue’s  Rewards?  The  fiubborn  Knave,  that's 
juft  to  enjoy  the  happier  Fortune.  To  Repent  of  Follies  paft,  and 
be  fincerely  Honeft,  is  the'  only  way  to  procure  Con  empt.  Had  I 
Diftembled,  I  had  not  loft  the. Brother  too.  My  Heaven!  My  Ho-  , 
nefty  has  not  gain’d  me  one  Friend  in  fuch  a  Numerous  Company. 


[_  Enter  Old  Gripeall, 


and  Lawyers. 


] 


Grip.  Look  ye,  de’e  fee,  Madam  ?  Here  are  the  Papers  ready  ; 

Your  Brother,  the  Honourable  Sir  Nicholas  Empty - — 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me  die,  he  fpeaks  like  a  Wit. 

Grip.  Owes  me  Three  Thoufand  Pounds :  Your  Portion  Amounts 
to  /Six,  now  his  Eftate  muft  anfwer  for  both. 

Sir  Nich.  Fough,  I’m  lick,  he  talks  fo  damnably,  as  if  a  Man  Jj 
could  not  arrive  to  Wealth  and  Happinefs  but  by  the  way  of  Bu« 
finefs.  Let  me  die,  he  has  no  Regard  to  Wit.  Well,  I’m  certainly|| 
Diftra&ed,  I  know  not  what  to  think. 
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1  Lawyer.  Will  you  Madam,  for  your  own  Security  and  Satisfadi- 

on  perufethefe  Papers  ? - You  have  no  Councelhere  ? 

2  Law.  If  you  pleafe  Madam,  take  notice  of  this  one  firft. 

He8.  Are  thefe  Verfes  which  the  Poets  call  Epifcalapiums ,  ordinari¬ 
ly  prefented  to  new  married  Folks  ? 

Grip.  Lack-a-day !  Money  is  the  Bufinefs.  He’s  a  Blockhead,  Sir 

Johtt. 

1  Law.  Thefe  Gentlemen  are  to  be  Witneffes. 

Sir  Jcb.  ’Sheart,  I  am  one  Sir, 

2  Law.  And  you  another,  Sir  ? 

Court,,  Yes,  Sir - Muft  I  then,  Madam,  beaffiftingto  my  own 

Funeral? 

Melif.  No,  Sir!  I’m  a  Friend  to  Virtue,  I  forget  your  Faults, 

and  now  remember  your  Love  and  Conftancy - You  feem  fiir- 

priz’d,  Sir.  If  Melijfa  can  make  you  Happy,  then  you  will  be  to. 

Sir - You  feem  yet  doubtful.  Sir,  thefe  I  Sacrifice  to  Love  and 

you  *,  nay,  I  truft  fo  much  to  the  Generous  Courtly ,  I  yield  I’m  his, 
without  Conditions. 

Court.  O  Heavens!  I’m  loft  in  Extafie!  Why  was  you  Shy?  Oh, 
Why  have  you  been  Cruel !  To  encreafe  a  Joy,  that  of  it  Felf  was 
infiipportable  ?  By  ali  that’s  Good  and  juft  in  Love,  I  fwear  my 

Heart  for  ever  yours -  Oh,  methinks,  I  could  here  Seal  that 

narrow  Vow!  Nay,  I  could  Vow  for  ever! 

1.  Law.  ’Sdeath!  Why  are  we  thus  Fool'd  ? 

2.  Law.  Are  thefe  your  deep  Projeds,  Sir? 

Grip.  Projeds  !  Lack-a-day,  Sir,  I’m  Ruin’d,  I  have  loft  a  good 

Eftate!  My  Son  is  a  Fool,  a  downright  Blockhead,  he  has  pervert- 
I  ed  the  young  Woman’s  Mind  in  my  Abfence. 

I  Sir  Job.  ’Sheart,  I  fay  you're  a  Fool  !.  You  are  all  Fools  !  He’s  a 
J  Twinging  Handfom  young  Fellow  ^  your  Son  is  a  Dull,  Lazy  Hang- 
■  man  j  you  might  have  guefs’d  who  would  be  Prefer’d  at  laft  then*. 
|The  Lady  was  not  blind. 

Grip.  Well,  Sincerely,  Sir  Nicholas  fhall  finart  for  this.  My  Mo¬ 
ney  fhall  be  inilantiy  paid,  Sir. 

Court.  When  you  pleafe,  Sir  ^  I  fhall  make  ufe  of  his  Credit  a- 
nother  time. 

‘  Sir  Nitb.  Let  me  die,  Melijfa ,  you  are  Witty.  But  is  Celiuda  in¬ 
deed  a  Commoner? 

Court.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Nicb.  .Well,  a  the  Truth  on’t  is,  I  muft  endeavour  to  for¬ 
get  her.  Egad,  lov/j.  dunk  on’t,  Marriage  is  a  Mortal  Enemy  to 
Wit  K  •  Melif, 
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Melif.  You  may  walk  Home,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  you  come  of  a  f 
Fools  Errand.  ** 

He i !?.  Ay,  Madam. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  Sir  John,  the  Lad  Heft  or  looks  very  bluntly. 
Take  Courage,  Boy,  you  lhall  have  a  Wife,  in  fpight  of  Fate. 

Heft.  Ay? 

Grip.  You  fhall  go  down  into  the  Country  with  my  Son-in-Law,  • 
Sir  John ,  and  Catch  fofne  Country  Heirefs. 

Heel.  Adad,  that’s  good.  Father,  I  fhall  have  Boots  then,  and  a 
Friend,  and  a  Starter,  and  every  Thing. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  Sir  John ,  you’re  a  Countryman,  d’ye  under- 
ftand  this  Gibbrifh  ?  ' 

i  Law.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  remember  we  have  yet  another 
Bufinefs. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  that’s  true.  Bow  to  the  Lady,  however,  be¬ 
fore  you  go  off,  that  fhews  ferine  Breeding. 

Heft.  Bow>  Adad,  I’ll  fee  her  Hang’d  firfl  in  her  own  Garters  ,  , 
Icll  fhap  up  an  Heirefs,  I  fegs  I  will,  Father. 

Grip.  Ha  !  Fidelia  here! 


[  Enter  Lovewell  and  Fidelia.  ] 


Lov.  Your  Advice,  .my  Friend,  has  been  attended  with  Succefs  ^ 
Love,  Mone}^  and  the  Church  has  done  the  Bufinefs  :  Em  now  an 
Hufband.  Ha  !  Why,  Jack ,  you’re  Happy  too  ’ 

Grip.  How  !  Zoons,  I’ll  have  you  Hang’d  for’t,  Sirrah. 

Hell.  You  Swear  bloodily,  I  faith  you  do.  Father. 

Grip.  Lack-a-day,  my  old  Cuftom  does  fometimes  prevail ;  I  hope 
no  body  took  notice  of  it,  Heclor. 


[  Enter  Timothy,  Running.  ] 


fe 


l-Dl 


Tim.  Ah,  Sir  1  As  I  hope  to  live  - 
quite  gone. 

G  ip.  Speak,  Sirrah. 


Well,  Sir 


Gone.1 


Tim.  Why,  I  fay,  your  Daughter  is  gone  }  Mr.  Medley  Sold  her 
Sir,  lhe’s  gone. 


Grip.  You’re  a  Rogue,  .Sirrah  — - 
dent  — —  I’ll  have  you  Divorc’ 


You  Huffie 


pudent 

Sirrah. 


- 


— 


Love  at  first  Sight.  6*7 

Sir  Joh.  To  the  Gallows,  won’t  you  >  You  arc  all  Knaves.  I 
came  a  Fool  from  the  Country,  and  I  (hall  go  home  Experimen¬ 
tally  wife.  'Sheart,  an  Honeft  Man  has  no  Biifinefs  in  this  Town* 

[  Is  going. 

i  Law.  O  Sir,  by  no  means.  Follow  my  Advice,  and  flay  but 
one  Minute. 

Sir  Joh.  'Sheart,  Sir,  he  who  is  rul'd  by  a  Lawyer,  will  die  a 
Beggar.  But  to  humour  my  felf,  not  you,  Sir,  Ill  ftny,  loolc  ye. 

Lov.  Sir,  I  have  indeed  Married  your  Daughter  without  your  Ad¬ 
vice  5  We  both  Lov'd,  and  the  Crime,  methinks,  is  Very  Pardon- 
able.  If  you  can  forgive,  then- — 

Grip.  No,  Sir  !  I  Profefs,  not - - 

Fid.  I  am  yet  your  Daughter,  Sir,  remember  that,  and  then  you 
inuft  forgive. 

Sir  Joh.  Prithee,  Man,  forgive  ’em  *  lis  impoffoble  now  to  divide 
their  Hearts.  'Sheart,  I  fee  a  Woman  is  not  to  be  forc’d,  foe'll  have 
her  own  way,  tho’  it  lhould  coft  her,  her  Life. 

Grip.  Well,  then  I  do  forgive  ’em.  Lack-a-dav,  foe’s  my  own 
Daughter,  that’s  true,  Ha! 

[  Enter  Medier,  Running.  ] 

Med.  O  Lord,  Sit,  in  your  Abfence  Mr.  Lovewell  broke  open  th$ 

Door,  and  by  Force - 'Sdeath,  he’s  got  here  before  me,  this  Lye 

will  not  bring  me  off - - 

Grip.  You’re  a  Rogue,  Sirrah  !  I’m  not  bound  to  forgive  you  too. 

Sir  Joh.  ’Sheart,  I  owe  him  a  Beating  too,  and  I  won’t  be  in  Ar- 
rear  whilft  this  Cane  lafts.  [  Beats  him.'] 

Grip.  So !  I  profefs  tis  well  done  •,  the  Rogue  endeavour’d,  to 
feduce  my  Wife,  and  made  me  often  Jealous  of  an  Innocent  Wo¬ 
man. 

Med  Murder  !  Oh,  Sir !  [  Runs  off.  ] 

Hellm  Adad,  'tis  well  4°he. 

Sir  Joh.  'Sheart,  every  Villain  foould  be  thus  us’d. 

Sir  Nich.  Let  me-  die,  Gentlemen,  we  muft  all  be  fatisfied  with 
5  Fortune:  If  you  pleafe  then,  my  Friends,  walk  into^he  next  Room, 
1 1  have  for  Dinner  fome  little  Curioflties,  prepar’d  by  an  Ingenious 

j  Frenchman  *,  and  Egad,  lufii  Wine - Well  'twill  Relifo,  Gentle- 

!  men. 

Heft.  Ay ,  Ay,  Adad,  levs  fee  the  Wine.  Let's  foe  that  firfi 
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Love  at  firtt  Sight. 


Court .  Nay,  let  us  all  be  merry,  one  Dance  before  we  go  tc 
Dinner  will  do  well,  and  Elevate  our  Hearts. 

Sir  Nick  Let  me  die !  With  all  my  Heart. 

A  Dance  here . 

Httt.  Adad,  Tm  wearied!  I  fay,  Gentlemen,  let  us  have  th* 

Bottle. 

Grip.  Yon5ll  pay  me  that  Money,  you  lay.  Sir? 

Court.  When  you  pleafe,  Sir.  _  Thus  ’tis  every  Man  has  his  Hu¬ 
mour  and  Mafter-Panion,  to  which  he  owns  himfelf  a  iSlave. 

This  Man  Courts  Wealth  the  other  Wine  Purfues 
A  Third's  in  Love ,  a  Fourth  the  Wars  wow’d  Chufe  5 
What  e're  our  feveral  Inclinations  are , 

Profits  and  Pleajures  all  are  Center'd  there  - 
By  •different  ways  we  jludy  to  attain 
The  difiant  Prize ,  and  reach  the  Journy's  end , 

AM  Men  with  equal  Strength  the  Rhce  begin , 

O're  Toyls  and  Cares  all  Drive ,  all  hope  to  Win , 

But  he  who  confiant  Virtue  guides  comes  always  foonejl  in. 


!£'  7  K  ^  - 

'**'f4k*  ' 


FINIS. 


